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IWhen we behold her Angel Face, 

Or when ſhe ſings with heav'nly Grace, 

In what we hear and what we ſee, 

How raviſbing's the Harmony! 

No Charms like Celia's Voice ſurpriſe, 

Except the Muſicæ of her Eyes. LANSDOWN, 
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To ilka lovely Britiſh Laſs, 


Frae Ladies Charlote, Anne and Jcan, 
Down to ilk bony ſinging Beſs, 
Wha dances barefoot on the Green. 


DEAAR LassSEs, 


OUR moſt humble Slave, 
Wha ne er to ſerve you ſhall decline, | 
Kneeling wad your Acceptance crave, 
When he preſents this ſma* Propine, 


Then take it kindly to your Care, 
Revive it with your tune ſu Notes; 

Is Beauties will look ſweet and fair, 
Ariſing ſaftly through your Throat 


The wanton wee Thing will rejoice, 
tWhen tented by a ſparkling Eye, 

The Sbinnet tinkling with her Voice, 
It lying on her lovely Knee. 


While Kettles dringe on Ingles dour, 
or Claſhes ſtay the tazy Leſs; 
Thir Sangs may ward you frae the ſotur, 

And gayly vacant Minutes pays, 
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iv DEDICATION. 


E'en while the Tea's fill'd reeking round, 
Rather than plot a tender Tongue, 
Treat a' the circling Lugs wi Sound, 


Syne ſafely ſip when ye have ſung. 


May Happineſs had up your Hearts, f 
And warm you lang with loving Fires: 
Aa) Powers propitious play their Parts, 
tn matching you to your Deſires, 


\ J. RAMSAY: 
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TT REEFATE 


Abo it be acknowledged, that our Scots 

Tunes have not lengthned Variety of Mu- 
ſick, yet they have an agreeable Caiety and na- 
tural Sweetneſs,. that make them acceptable 
wherever they are known, not only among our 
ſelves, but in other Countries. They are for 
the moſt part ſo chearful, that on hearing them 
well play d or ſung, we find a Difficulty to keep 
our ſelves from dancing. What further adds 
to the Eſteem we have for them, is, their Au- 
tiquity, and their being univerſally known. 
Aankind"s Love for Novelty would appear to 
contraditt this Reaſon ; but will not, when we 
conſider, that for one that can tolerably enter- 
tain with Vocal or Inſtrumental Muſick, there 
are fifty that content themſelves with the Plea- 
ſure of hearing, and ſinging without the Tou- 
ble of being taught : Now, ſuch are not Judges 
of the fine Flouriſbes of new Muſick imported 


from Italy and elſewhere, yet will liſten With 


Pleaſure to Tunes that they know, and can join 
AZ With 


vi PREFACE. 


with in the Chorus. Say that our Way is on- 
ly an harmonious ſpeaking of merry, witty or 
ſoft Thoughts, after the Poet has dreſs'd them 


in four or five Stanzas; yet undoubtedly iheſe 


muſt reliſh beſt with People, who have not be- 
flowed much of their Time in acquiring a Taſte 
for that downright perfect Muſick, which re- 
quires none, or very little of the Poet's A 
ſiſtance. 

My being well aſſured, how acceptable new 
Words to known good Tunes would prove, en- 
gaged me to the making Verſes for above 
fixty of them, in this Volume About thir- 
ty more were done by ſome ingenious young 
Gentlemen, who were ſo well pleaſed with my 
Undertaking, that they generouſly lent me their 
Aſſiſtance ; and to them the Lovers of Senſe 
and Munjick are obliged for fome of the beſt Songs 
in the Collection. The reſt are ſuch old V. 3 
as hade been done Time out of Mind, and only 
wanted to be cleared from the Droſs of blunder- 
ing Tranſcribers and Printers; ſuch as, The 
Gaberlunzie-man, Muirland Willis,, &c. 
that claim their Place in our Collection, for 
their merry Images of the low Character. 

This Fifth Edition in four Years, and the 
general Demand for the Book by Perſons of all 
Ranks, wherever our Language is underſtood, 
is a ſure Evidence of its being acceptable. My 
worthy Friend Dr. Bannerman zells me from 
America, 

Nor 


PREFACE. vii - 


Nor only do your Lays o'er Britain flow, 

Round all the Globe your happy Sonnets go; 
- Here thy ſoft Verſe, made to a Scortiſh Air, 
Are often ſung by our Virginian Fair. 

Camilla's warbling Notes are heard no more, 

But yield to Laſt Time I came o'er the Moor; 

Hydaſpes and Rinaldo both give way 

To Mary Scot, Tweed-fide and Mary Gray, 


From this Volume, Mr. Thomſon (who 
ac allowed by all, to be a good Teacher and 
Singer of Scots Songs) culPd his Orpheus 
Caledonius, the Muſick for both the Voice 
and Flute, and the Words of the Songs 
finely engraven in a folio Book, for the 
Uſe of Perſons of the higheſt Quality in Bri- 
tain, and dedicated to her Royal Highneſ5, now 
her Majeſty our moſt gracious Queen. This 
by the by I thought proper to intimate, and do 
my ſelf that Fuſtice which the Publiſher ne- 
glected; ſince he ought to have acquainted his 
illuſtrious Lift of Subſcribers, that the moſt of 
the Songs were mine, the Muſick abſtracted. 
In my Compoſitions and Collections, I have 
kept out all Smut and Ribaldry, that the modeſt 
Voice and Ear of the fair Singer might meet 
with no Afﬀront , the chief Bent of all my 
Studies being, to gain their good Graces : And 
it ſhall always be my Care, to ward off theſe - 
Frowns that would prove mortal to my Muſe. 


A 4 Now, 
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viii PR E FA C E. 


Now, Little Book, go your ways; be aſ- 


ſured of favourable Reception wherever the 
Sun ſhines on the free- horn chearful Briton 


Real your ſelf into the Ladies Boſoms. Hap- 
fy Volume you are to live too as long as the 


Song of Homer in Greek and Engliſh, and 


mix your Aſbes only with the Odes of Horace. 
Mere it but my Fate, when old and ruffled, 


| like you to be again reprinted, what a curious 


Figure would 1 appear on the outmoſt Limits of 
Time, after a thouſaud Editions? Happy Vo- 
lume , you are ſecure, but I muſt yield: pleaſe 
the Ladies, and take care of my Fame. 


In hopes of this, ſearleſs of coming Age, 

Ti ſmile thro Life ; and when for Rhime renown'd; 
Ill calmly quit the Farce and giddy Stage, 

And ſleep beneath a flow'ry Turf full ſound. 


Bonny 


(9) 


Boum) CHRIS T v. 


Hs W ſweetly ſmells the Simmer green! 
Sweet taſte the Peach and Cherry; 
Painting and Order pleaſe our Een, 
And Claret makes us merry: 
But fineſt Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 
And Wine, tho' be thirſty, 
Loſe a' their Charms and weaker Powers, 
Compar'd with thoſe of Cyriſiy. 


When wand'ring o'er the flowry Park, 
No nat'ral Beauty wanting, 

How lightſome is't to hear the Lark, 
And Birds in Conſort chanting ? 

But it my Chriſiy tunes her Voice, 
I'm rapt in Admiration; | 

My Thoughts with Extaſies rejoice, , 
And drap the hale Creation, 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly Glance, 
I take the happy Omen, 

And aften mint to make Advance, 
Hoping [he'll prove a Woman: 


Zut, dubious of my ain Deſert, 


My Sentiments 1 ſmother; _ 
With ſecret Sighs I vex my Heart, 
For fear [he love another. 


As 


Thus 


(10) 


Thus ſ{atg blate Edie by a Burn, 
His Chriſty did o' er-hear him; 
She doughtna let her Lover mourn, 
But ere he wiſt drew near him, 
She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which left nae Room to doubt her; 
He wiſely this white Minute took, 
And flang his Arms about her. 


My Chriſty !\_—witneſs, bonny Stream, 
dic Joys frae Tears ariſing, 
I wiſh this may na be a Dream; 
O Love the maiſt ſurpriſing! | 
Time was too precious now for Tauæ ; 
This Point of a' his Wiſhes 
He wadna with ſet Speeches bauk, 
But war'd it a' on Kiſſes. 


— IE 


The Buſh aboon Traquair. 


EAR me, ye Nymphs, and ev'ry Swain, 
H Il tell how Peggy grieves me, 
Tho' thus 1 languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My Vows and Sighs, like ſilent Air, 
Unheeded never move her; 
At the bonny Buſh aboon Traquair, 
*T was there I firſt did love her. 


That Day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No Maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 

I thought my ſelf the luckieſt Lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her, 


(11) 


I try'd to ſooth my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that I thought tender; 

If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her, 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented ; 

If &er we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted, 

The bonny Buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sweets I'll ay remember; 

But now her Frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her Partner in my Pains, 
Then let her Smiles relieve me. 
If not, my Lovewill turn Deſpair, 
My Paſſion no more tender, 
I'll leave the Buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely Wilds I'll wander. 


An O D E, 


To the Tune of, Polwarth on the Green, 


H O' Beauty, like the Roſe 
That ſmiles on Polwarth Green, 
In various Colours ſhows, | 
As 'tis by Fancy ſeen : 
Yet all its different Glories ly 
United in thy Face, 
And Vertue, like the Sun on high, 


Gives Rays to ey'ry Grace. 
| 80 
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"80 charming is her Air, 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her Mind, 
That to ſome Angels Care 
Each Motion ſeems aſſign'd: 
But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful Moments fly, 
As if for Wings they ſtole the Ray 
She darteth from her Eye, 


Kind am'rous Cypids, while 
With tuneful Voice ſhe ſings, 
Perfume her Breath and Smile; 
And wave their balmy Wings : 
But as the tender Bluſhes riſe, 
Soft Innocence doth warm, 
The Soul in bliſsful Extaſies 
Diſſolveth in the Charm. 


TWVWEED-SIDE. 


HAT Beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her Smiles upon Tweed # 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed, 
Nor Paiſie, nor ſweet bluſhing Roſe, 
Not all the gay Flowers of the Field, 


Not Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 


Such Beauty and Pleaſure does yield, 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, 
The Black bird, and ſweet cooing Dove, 
With Mulick enchant ey'ry Buſh, | 
| Come, 
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Come, let us go forth to the Mead, 
Let us ſee how the Primroſes ſpring; 
We'll lodge in ſome Village on Tweed, 
And love while the teather'd Folks ſing 


How does my Love paſs the long Day? 
Does Mary not *tend a few Sheep? 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lyes aſleep ? 
Tweed's Murmurs ſhould lull her to Reſt ; 
Kind Nature indulging my Bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft Pains of my Breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an Ambroſial Kiſs, 


Tis ſhe does the Virgins excel, 
No Beauty with her may compare; 
Love's Graces all round her do dwell, 


She's faireft, where Thouſands are fair, 
Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks ſtray ? 


Ob! tell me at Noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed ? 


SON G, 


To the Tune of, Moe's my Heart that we ſhould ſunder, 


I S Hamilla then my own ? 

Ol the dear, the charming Treaſure ; 

Fortune now in vain ſhall frown; 
All my future Life is Pleaſure. 


See how rich with youthful Grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry Feature; 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face, 


All is gay, and all is Nature. 


(14) 


See what mingling Chatms ariſe, 
Roſy Smiles, and kindling Bluſhesz 
Love ſits laughing in her Eyes, 
And betrays her ſecret Wiſhes, 


Haſte then from th* Idalian Grove, 

Infant Smiles, and Sports, and Graces 
Spread the downy C ouch for Love, 

And lull us in your ſweet Embraces. 


Softeſt Raptures, ps from Noiſe, 
This fairhappy Night ſurround us ; 
While a thouſand ſp'ritly Joys, 
Silent flutter all around us. 


Thus unſowr'd with Care or Strife, 


Heaven till guard this deareſt Bleſſing z 
While we tread the Path of Life, 


Loving ſtill, and ſtill poſſeſſing, 8. 


—— 


——— 


A SONG. 


E T's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think, 
How the Warld is rul'd by Aſſes, 
And the Wiſe are ſway'd by Chink, 
Fa, la, ra, &c, 
— 
Then neyer let vain Cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a Snare; 
We'reev'ry one as rich as Crœſus, 
While our Bottledrowns our Care, 
Fa, la, ra, &c, 


Wiae 


| (17) 
Wine will make us red as Roſes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget : 
Come, let us fuddle all our Noſes, 
Drink our ſelves quite out of Debt. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


- 


When grim Death is looking for us, 
We are topping at our Bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the Chorus: . 
Death, be gone, here's none but Souls. 
Fa, la, ra, &c, 


Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding 
Drinking Souls can never dy, 


Fa, la, ra, &c. X. 
Muirland Willie. 
ARK EN and T will tell you how 7 


Young Muirland Willie came to woo, 
Tho? he could neither ſay nor do; 
The Truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, Whate'er betide, 
Maggy Iſe ha'e her to be my Bride, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


On his Gray Yad as he did ride, 
With Durk and Piſtol by his Side, 
He prick'd her on wi' meikle Pride, 
Wi' meikle Mirth and Glee, 
Out o'er yon Moſs, out o'er yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Dady's Door, 
. Wiha fal, dal, &c, 


Goods 


(16 ) 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your Doghter's Love to win,. 
I care no for making meikle Din; 
What Anſwer gi ye me? 
Now, Woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
T'll gie ye my Doghter's Love to win, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Now, Woer, ſin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or in what Town? 
I think my Doghter winna gloom 

On ſick a Lad as ye. 
The Woer he ſtep'd up the Houſe, 
And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 
With a fal, &c. 


I have three Owſen in a Plough, 
Twa good ga'n Yads, and Gear enough, 
The Place they ca' it Cadeneugh; 
I ſcorn to tell a Lie: 
Beſides, I had frae the great Laird, 
A Peat-pat and a lang Kail-yard, 
Mitha fal, &c. 


The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a! the Town; 
I wat on him ſhe did na.gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The Lover he {tended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the Waſte, 
With a fal, &c. 


To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough of Gear; 
And for my ſell ye need na fear, 

Trothtry me whan ye like, 


He 


„ TE SIN 


(17) 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpat in his Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and he pri'd her Mou', 
Witha fal, &c. 


The Maiden bluſht and bing'd fu' law, 
She had na Will to ſay him na, 
But to her Dady ſhe left it a', 

As they twa cou'd agree, 
The Lover he ga'e her i the tither Kiſs, 
Syne ran to her Dady, and tell'd him this, 
With a fal, &c. 


Your Doghter wad na ſay me na, 
But to your ſell ſhe has left it a', 
As we cou'd gree between us twa ; 
Say what'll ye gi' me wi' her? 
Now, Woer, quoth he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But ſi ck's I ha'e ye's get a Pickle, 
Witha fal, &c. 


A Kilnfu' of Corn Ill ge to thee, 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free; 

Troth I dow do na mair. 
Content, quo' he, a Bargain be't, 
I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do't, 
With a fal, &c, 


The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 
WY mony a blythſome Lad and Laſs; 
But ſi cken a Day there never was, 

Sic Mirth was never ſeen, 
This winſom Couple ſtraked Hands, 
Meſs John ty'd up the Marriage Bands, 
With a fal, &c. | 

And 
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And our Bride's Maidens were na few, 
Wi' Tap-knots, Lug-knots, a' in blew, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 

And blinkit bonnilie. 

Their Toys and Mutches were ſae clean, 
They glanced in our Ladſes Een, 
Witha fal, &c. 


Sick Hirdum, Dirdum, and ſick Din, 
Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The Minſtrels they did never blin, 
Wi' meikle Mirth and Glee, 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their Wames together met | 
With a fal, &c. Z. 


» 


The Promis d Joy. 
To the Tune of, Carle and the King come. 
Hen we meet again, Phely, 


When we meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our Pain, 


And Loſs reſult in Gain, Phely. 


Long the Sport of Fortune driv'n, 
To Deſpair our Thoughts were giv*n, 
Our Odds will all be ev'n, Phely. 
When we meet again, Phely, exc. 


Now in dreary diſtant Groves, 
Tho? we moan like Turtle-doves, 
Suffering beſt our Virtue proves, 
And will enhance our Loves, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, Oc. 


Joy 


(19) 


Joy will come in a Surpriſe, 
Till its happy Hour ariſe, 
Temper well your loye-fick Sighs, 
For Hope becomes the Wiſe, Phely. 
When we meet again, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our Pain, 
And Loſs reſult in Gain, Phely. M. 
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To DEL IA on her drawing him to her 
Valantine. 


To the Tune of, Black-ey'd Suſan, 


E Powers! was Damon then ſo bleſs'd, 
To fall to charming Delia's Share, 
Delia, the beauteous Maid, poſſeſs'd 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy Bounty, O indulgent Heav'n, 
I ask no more, for all my Wiſh is given. 7 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy Name; 
With riſing Joy my Heart o'erflow'd, 
I felt, and bleſt the new-born Flame. 
May ſofteſt Pleaſures ceaſeleſs round her move, 
May all her Nights be Joy, and Days be Love. 


She drew the Treaſure from her Breaſt, 
That Breaſt where Love and Graces play, 
O Name beyond Expreſſion bleſt ! 
Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
To be ſo lodg'd the Thought is Extaſy, 
Who would not wiſh in Paradiſe to ly: R; 
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The Faithful Shepherd. 


To the Tune of, Auld lang fyne, 


HEN Flow? ry Meadows deck the Year, 
And ſporting Lambkins play, 

When ſpangl'd Fields reneu 'd appear, 

And Muſick wak'd the Day; ; 
Then did my Chloe leave her Bower, 

To hear my am'rous Lay, 
Warm'd by my Love, ſhe vow'd no Pow'r 

Shou'd lead her Heart aſtray, 


The warbling Quires from ey'ry Bough 
Surround our Couch in Throngs, 
And all their tuneful Art beſtow, 
To give us Change of Songs: 
Scenes of Delight my Soul poſſeſs'd, 
1 bleſs'd, then hugg'd my Maid; 
I robb'd the Kiſſes from her Breaſt, 
Sweet as a Noon-day's Shade, 


Joy ſo tranſporting never fails 
To fly away as Air, 

Another Swain with her prevails, 
To be as falſe as fair. 

What can my fatal Paſſion cure? 
I'll never woo again; 

All her Diſdain I muſt endure, 
Adoring her in vain, 


What Pity 'tis to hear the Boy 
Thus ſighing with his Pain; 

But Time and Scorn may give him Joy 
To hear her ſigh again. 


(21) 
Ah! fickle Chloe, be advis'd, 
Do not thy ſelf beguile, 
A faithful Lover ſhould be priz'd, 
Then cure him with a Smile, 


__—_—— 


To Mris. S. H. on her taking ſomething ill 
I. ſaid. 


To the Tune of Hallow EY, 


HY hangs that Cloud upon thy Brow ? 
That beauteous Heav'n ere while ſerene ? 

Whence do theſe Storms and Tempeſts flow, 

Or what this Guſt of Paſſion mean ? 
And muſt then Mankind loſe that Light, 

Which in thine Eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And ly obſcur'd in endleſs Night, 

For each poor ſilly Speech of mine? 


Dear Child, how can I wrong thy Name, 
Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands, 
That could ill Tongues abuſe thy Fame, 
Thy Beauty can make large amends? 
Or if 1 durſt profanely try 
Thy Beauty's pow'rful Charms t'upbraid, 
Thy Virtue well might give the Lie, 
And call thy Beauty to its Aid, 


For Venus every Heart t'enſnare, 


With all her Charms has deck'd thy Face, 
And Pallas with unuſual Care, 


Bids Wiſdom heighten eyery Grace, 
Who-can the double Pain endure? 

Or who muſt not reſign the Field 
To thee, Celeſtial Maid, ſecure 

With Cupid's Bow, and Pallas Shield? 


If 
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If thento thee ſuch Power is given, 
Let not a Wretch in Torment live, | 
But ſmile, and learn to copy Heaven, 4 
Since we muſt {in ere it forgive, 
| Yet pitying Heaven not only does $1 
Forgive th Offender and th Offence, "i 
But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, ; 
As the Reward of Penitence. 150 
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[| * The Broom of Cowdcnknows. 3 


H O W blyth ilk Morn was ] to ſee 
| The Swain come o'er the Hill! 
He skipt the Burn, and flew to me: ; 
I met him with good Will. a 
O the Broom, the bonny bonn) Broom, J 
The Broom of Cowdenknows; | 
1wiſh Iwere with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ews, . 


I neither wanted Ew nor Lamb, ; 
While his Flock near me lay: = 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, | 
And chear d me a' the Day. N 

| 


O the Broom, &Cc. a 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſae ſweet, 
The Burds ſtood liſtning by : | 
Even the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 5 
Charm'd with his Melody. 


O the Broom, &. 


While | 
| 
| | f * | 
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While thus we ſpent our Time by turns; 
Betwixt our Flocks and Play: 

I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
Tho? ne'er ſae rich and gay. 

O the Broom, &c. 


Hard Fate that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be; 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I loy'd the kindeſt Swain 


That ever yet was born, 
O the Broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? 

He ſtaw my Heart : Cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he ask'd of me? 

O the Broom, &c, 


My Doggie, and my little Kit 
That held my wee Soup Whey, 

My Plaidy, Broach, and crooked Stick, 
May now ly uſeleſs by. 

O the Broom, &c. 


Adieu ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewel a' Pleaſures there; 

Ye Gods reſtore to me my Swain, 
Is a' I crave or care. 

O the Broom, the bonny bonny Broom, 
The Broom of Cowdenknows : 

1 wiſh I were with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ews, 


=; R. 
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70 CHLOE. 


To the Tune of, 1wifh my Love were in a Mire. 


O Lovely Maid! how dear's thy Pow'r? 

At once I love, at once adore 2 

With Wonder are my Thoughts poſſeſt, 

While ſofteſt Love inſpires my Breaſt. 2 
This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mine, 

Confeſs their am'rous Maſter thine; _. 

Theſe Eyes with Screphon's Paſſion play, 

Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


Yes, charming Victor, Jam thine, 
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine 
Was never in another's Pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd >y Love before, 
In thee I've treafur'd up my Joy, 


Thou can'ſt give Bliſs, or Bliſs deſtroy x 


And thus I've bound my ſelf to love, 
While Bliſs or Miſery can move. 


O ſhould I ne'er poſſeſs thy Charms, 
We'er meet my Comfort in thy Arms; 
Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 
But like ſome diſcontented Shade 
That wanders where its Body's laid, 
Mournful {'d roam with hollow Glare, 
For ever exil'd from my Fair. L. 
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0 1 Upon hearing his Picture was in CHLOE": 
Breaſt. 


To the Tune of, The fourteenth of October. 


E Gods! was Strephon's Picture bleſt 
With the fair Heaven of Chloe's Breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring Heart, 
Oh gently throb,-— too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy Kind, 
For Strephon was the Bliſs deſign'd ? 


L. 


Upon 


For Strephon's Sake, dear charming Maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring Shade? 


And thou bleſt Shade, that ſweetly art 
Lodg'd ſo near my Chloe's Heart, 
For me the tender Hour improve, 
And ſoftly tell how dear J love. 


Ungrateful thing! it ſcorns to hear 


Its wretched Maſter's ardent Prayer, 
Ingroſſing all that beauteous Heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh Maid, has given. 


Is cannot blame thee : Were I Lord 
Oft all che Wealth thoſe Breaſts afford, 
I'd be a Miſer too, nor give 
An Alms to keep a God alive. 
? * Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 

On theſe cold Looks that lifeleſs Air, 
: Prize him whoſe Buſom glows with Fire, 
1 Wich cager Love and ſoit Deſire. 


( Tis true thy Charms, O powerful Maid, 
To Life can bring the ſilent Shade: 
: B 
4 


/ 
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Thou can'ſt ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 
And real Warmth and Flames impart, 
But oh! it neer can love like me, 
I've eyerloy'd and loy'd but thee ; 
Then, Charmer, grant my fond Requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


—— ac 
nw 


R Song for a Serenade. 


To the Tune of The Broom of Cowdenknows. 


Each me, Chloe, how to prove 
My boaſted Flame ſincere : 
Tis hard to tell how dear J love, 
And hard to hide my Care, 


Sleep in vain diſplays her Charms, 
To bribe my Soul to reſt, 
Vainly ſpreads her ſilken Arms, 
And courts me to her Breaſt, 


Where can Strephon find repoſe 
If Chloe is not there? 

For ah! no Peace his Boſom knows, 
When abſent from the Fair. 


What tho' Phæbus from on high 
Withholds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light ſupply, 
And give me more than Day, 


LOYE 


1 * 


* 
LY 4 
, ” 
bo SY 

by. 
«wv 
. 
© 
* 
* 
0 
# 
WH 
HE 
* 
£ 
9 
11 
1 F? 
. 4 
. 
5 
td 
1 


(27) 
LOVE is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


B Y a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oftimes heard her ſay, 
Tell Strephon I dy, it he paſſes this way, 
And that Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 
Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and Charms, 
You deceiye me, for &trephon's cold Heart never warms; 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me dy in his Arms, 
Oh Strephon the Cauſe of my Mourning, 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 
Down to the Shades below, 
F'er ye let Strephon know, 
ThatT have lov'd him ſo: 
Then on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will ſhow 
That Love was the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Her Eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by, 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh : 
But finding her breathleſs, Oh Heavens! did he cry, 
Ah Chloris the Cauſe of my Mourning. 

Reſtore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs ; uſe your Art: 
They ſighing, reply'd, Twas your ſelf ſhot the Dart 
That wounded the tender young Shepherdeſs' Heart, 
And lilld the poor Chloris with Mourning. 

Ah then is Chloris dead, 

Wounded by me! he ſaid, 

I'll follow thee, chaſte Maid, 

Down to the ſilent Shade: 
Then on her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his Head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with Mournig, 
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To Mris. A. H. on ſeeing ber at a Conſort, © 


To the Tune of, The bonnieſt Laſs in a* the Warld. N 


L OO K where my dear Hamilla ſmiles! 
Hamilla! heavenly Charmer, | 
See how with all their Arts and Wiles 
The Loves and Graces arm her, | 
A Bluſh dwells glowing on her Cheeks, 4 
Fair Seats of youthful Pleaſures, 
There Love in ſmiling Language ſpeaks, 
There ſpreads his roſy Treaſures. 


O faireſt Maid, I own thy Pow'r, 
I gaze, IU ſigh, and languiſh, 
Vet ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my Anguiſh. 
But eaſe, O Charmer, eaſe my Care, ö 
And let my Torments move thee: 
As thou art faireſt of the Fair, 
So I the deareſt love thee. 2. C 


The Bonny S COT. 


To the Tune of, The Boat- man. 


V E Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
And pleaſe the canny Boat-man, : 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me i 
My brave, by bonny Scor-Man, * 
In 
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In haly Bands 
We join'd our Hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
While Parents rate 
A large Eſtate, 
Before a faithfu' Lover. 


But Iloor chuſe in Highland Glens 
To herd the Kid and Goat-man, 
E'er I cou'd for ſic little Ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot-Man. 
Wae worth the Man f 
Wha firſt began 
'The baſe ungenerous Faſhion, 
Frae greedy Views, 
Love's Art to uſe, 
W hile Strangers to its Paſſion, 


Frae foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 


Haſte to thy longing Laſſie, 
Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy Mouth, 


And in her Boſom bawſe thee. 
Love gies the Word, 
Then haſte on Board, 
Fair Winds and tenty Boat-man, 
Waſt o'er, waft o'er, 
Frae yonder Shore, 


My blyth my bonny Scoz-Man.. — 
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Scorafu” NANSY, 


To its own Tune. 


ANSY's to the green Wood gane, 


To hear the Gowdſpþink chat'ring, 


And Willie he has followed her, 
To gain her Love by flat'ring: 
But a' that he cou d ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him, 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bad him mind wha gat him, 


What ails ye at my Dad, quoth he, 
My Minny or my Aunty ? 

With Crowdy Moudy they fed me, 
Lang-Kail and Ranty Taunty : 
With Bannocks of good Barly-Meal, 
Of thae there was right Plenty, 


With chapped Stocks fou butter'd well, 


And was not that right dainty? 


Altho' my Father was nae Laird, 
Tis Dafhn to be vaunty, 

He keepitay a good Kail-yard, 
A Ha' Houſe and a Pantrie : 

A good blew Bonnet on his Head, 

An Owrlay bout his Cragy, 

And ay until the Day he died, 
He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 


Now Wae and Wander on your Snout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy? 

Wad ye compare ye'r ſell to me, 
A Docken till a Tanſie? 
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T haye a Wooer of my ain, 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 

And well I wat his bony Mow? 
Is ſweet like Sugar- Candy. 


Wow Nanſy, what needs a' this Din? 
Do I not ken this Sandy? 
I'm ſure the Chief of a' his Kin 
Was Rab the Beggar Randy: 
His Minny Meg upo' her Back 
Bare baith him and his Billy; 
Will ye compare a naſty Pack 
To me your winſome Willy ? 


My Gutcher left a good braid Sword, 
Tho' it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may tak it on my Word, 
It is baith ſtout and truſty ; 

And if I can but get it drawn, 
W hich will be right uneaſy, 

I ſhall lay baich my Lugs in Pawn, 
That he ſhall get a Heezy. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, did Sandy hear ye, 
Ye wadna miſsto get a Clout, 
I ken he diſna fear ye : 
Sae had ye*'r Tongue and ſay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your Fancy; 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye neyer ſhall get Nanſy. 1 


B 4 Slighted 
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Slighted Nanſy. 


To the Tune of, Phe Kirk wad let me be. 


> I S I have {even braw new Gowns, 
Andither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet fer a' my new Gowns, 
My Wooer has turn'd his Back. 
Beſides I have ſeven Milk-Ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for a' my good Ky, 
The Ladie winna ha'e me. 


My Dady's a Delver of Dikes, 
My Mither can card and ſpin, 
And Iam a fine fodgel Laſs, 
And the Siller comes linkin in : 
The Siller comes linkin in, 
And it is fou fair to ſee, 
And fifty Times wow ! O wow ! 
V hat ails the Lads at me? 


When ever our Baty does bark, 
Then faſt to the Door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young Spark 
Will light and venture but in: 
But never a ane will come in, 
Tho? mony a ane gaes by, 
Syne far ben the Houſe Irin; 
And a weary Wight am]. 


When l was at my firſt Pray'rs, 
I pray'd but anes i the Year, 

l wiſh'd for a handſome young Lad, 
And a Lad with muckle Gear. 


hen 
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When I was at my neiſt Pray'rs, 

I pray'd but now and than, 
Ifaſn'd na my Head about Gear, 

If I geta handſome young Man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt Pray'rs, 
I pray on baith Night and Day, 
And O! If a Beggar wad come, 
With that ſame Beggar I'd gae. 
And O, and what'll come o' me ? 
And O, what'll Ido? 
That fic a braw Laſſie as I 
Shou'd die for a WooerI true! 


Lucky Nanſy. 
To the Tune of, Dainty Davie: 


FJ HILE Fops in ſoft 7alian Verſe, 
| Ilk fair ane's Een and Breaſt rehearſe ; 
While Sangs abound and Scene is ſcarce, 
Theſe Lines I have indited: 
But neither Darts nor Arrows here, 
Venus nor Cupid (hall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine Sounds I ſwear, 
The Maidens are delited. 
I was ay telling you, 
Lucky Nanſy, Lucky Nanfy, 
Auld Springs wad ding the new, .. 
But ye wad never true me. 


Nor Snaw with Crimſon will I mix, . 
Io ſpread upon my Laſlie's Cheeks, - 
And ſyne the unmeaning Name prefix, 
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Miranda, Chige or Phillis : 
Ks. PU? 
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I'll fetch nae Smile frae Jove, 
My Height of Extaſy to prove, 
Nor ſighing. thus preſent my Love, 
With Roſes eek and Lillies. 
I was ay telling you, &c. 


But ſtay. l had amaiſt forgot 
My Miſtreſs, and my Sang to Boot, 
And that's an unco Fate I wate : 

But, Nanſy, *tis nae Matter. 
Ye ſee | clink my Verſe wi' Rhime, 
And ken ye, thatatones the Crime, 
Forby, how ſweet my Numbers chime, 

And ſlide away like Water. 

1was ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy Fair, 
Thy runkled Cheeks and lyart Hair, 


Thy haft ſhut Een and hodling Air, 


Are a' my Paſſion's Fewel. 
Nae skyring Gowk, my Dear, can ſee, 
Or Love, or Grace, or Heaven in thee; 
Yet thou has Charms anew for me, 
Then ſmile, and be na cruel, 
Leeze me on thy Snawy Pow, 
Lucky Nanſy, Lucky Nanſy : 
Drveſt Wood will eitheſt low, 
And Nanſy ſae will ye now. 


TrothT have ſung the Sang to you, 
Which ne'er another Bard wad do; 
Hear then my charitable V ow, 
Dear venerable Nanſy. 
But if the World my Paſſion wrang, 
And ſay, ye only live in Sang, 
Ken l deſpiſe a ſlandring Tongue, 
And ſing to pleaſe my Fancy. 
Lee xe me on thy, &c. 
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A SCOTS Cantara, 


5 


The Tune after an Nalian Manner. 
% 


Compos'd by Signior Lorenzo Bocchi, 


RECITATIVE. 


B LATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his Mind, 
Feany took Pleaſure to deny him lang; 

He thought her Scorn came frae a Heart unkind, 
Which gart him in Deſpair tune up this Sang. 


AIR. 


O bonny Laſſe, ſince tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 

I hate to live; but O I'm wae, 
And unko ſwear to die. 

Dear Jeany, think what dowy Hours 
I thole by your Diſdain ; 

Ah! ſhould a Breaſt ſae ſaft as yours 
Contain a Heart of Stane, 


RR ACITATIVH 


Theſe tender Notes did a' her Pity move, 

With melting Heart ſhe liſtned to the Boy ; 
O'ercome ſhe ſmil'd, and promis'd him her Love: 
He in Return thus ſang his riſing Joy, 


A1R. 
Hence frae my Breaſt, contentious Care, 
ve ve tint the Power to pine, 


My Yeany's good, my Yeany's fair, 
And a her Sweets are mine, 
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O ſpread thine Arms and gi'e me Fowth 
Of dear enchanting Bliſs, 

A thouſand Joys around thy Mouth, 9 
Gi'e Heaven with ilka Kiſs. | f 


— . —; — — 


The TOAST. 


„„ 


To the Tune of, Sau qe n) PE GG. 


'S OME let's ha'e mair Wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
venus loos nae Dwining, 
Let's be blyth and free, 
Away with dull, Here t'ye, Sir, 
Ye're Miſtreſs, Robie, gies her, 
We'll drink her Health wi Pleaſure, 
Wha's beloy'd by thee. 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That'sa Laſs can charm ye, 
And to Joys alarm ye, 
Sweet is ſhe to me. 
Some Angel ye wad ca' her, 
And never wiſh an brawer, F 
If ye bare headed {aw her, g 
Kiltet to the Knee. 3 ia 


PEGGY adainty Laſs is, 
Come let's join our Glaſſes, 
And refreſh our Hauſes, 

Witha Health to thee. 
Let Goots their Caſh be clinking; 
Be Stateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with Love and Drinking, 

Siye our Car es the Lie. 
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Magie's Tocher. 


To its ain Tune, 


HE Meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckl'd us a' the gither; 
And Magg/e was in her Prime, 
When Willie made Courtſhip till her: 
Twa Piſtals charg'd begueſs, | 
To gie the courting Shot; 
And ſyne came ben the Laſs, 
Wi' Swats drawn frae the Butt. 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the Guidman, 
And ſyne at Giles the Mither, 
And ye wad gi's a Bit Land, 
MWiee d buckle us e'en the gither. 


My Daughter ye ſhall hae, 
I'll gr you her by the Hand; 
But PIl part wi' my Wife be my Fae, 
Orl part wi' my Land, 
Your Tocher it ſall be good, 
There's nane ſall hae its Maik, 
The Laſs bound in her Snood, 


And Crummie who kens her Stake S 
With an auld Bedden o' Claiths, 


Vas left me by my Micher, 
They're jet black o'er wi' Fleas, 
Ye may cudle in them the gither. 


Ye ſpeak right well, Guidman, 
Bat ye maun mend your Hand, 
And think o' Modeſty, 

Gin ye'l] not quat your Land: 
We are but young, ye ken, 
And now we're gawa the gither, 


638) 
A Houſe is butt and benn, 
And Crummie will want her Fothee: 
The Bairns are coming on, 
And they'll cry, O their Mither! 
We have nouther Pot nor Pan, 
But four bare Legs the gither. 


Your Tocher's be good enough, 
For that ye need na fear, 
Twa good Stilts to the Pleugh, 
And ye your ſell maun ſteer : 
Ye ſhall hae twa good Pocks 
That anes were o' the Tweel, 
The Yane to had the Grots, 
The ither to had the Meal: 
With an auld Kiſt made of Wang; 
And that fall be your Coffer, 
Wi aiken Woody-Bands, 
And that may had your Tocher. 


Conſider well, Guidman, 
We hae but borrow'd Gear, 
The Horſe that I ride on 
Is Sandy Wilſon's Mare: 

The Sadle's nane of my ain, 

An thae's but borrowed Boots, 
And whan that I gae hame, 

I maun tak to my Coots : 

The Cloak is Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look ſae Crouſe z 
Come fill us a Cogue of Swats, 
We'll make nae mair toom Ruſe. 


Ilike you well, young Lad, 
Fot telling me ſae plain, 
I married when little I had 
O' Gear that was ufy ain, 
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But ſin that Things are ſae, 

The Bride ſhe maun come furth, 
Tho? a' the Gear ſhe'll ha'e, 

Jt']l be but little worth. 

A Bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on Giles the Mither; 
Content am J, quo? ſhe, 

E'en gar the Hiſſie come hither, 
The Bride ſhe gade till her Bed, 
The Bridegroom he came till her; 
The Fidler crap in at the Fit, 

An they cudl d it a' the gither. 
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A SONG, 


To the Tune of, Blink over the Burn ſweet Bettie, 


EAVE Kindred and Friends, ſweet Betty, 
Leave Kindred and Friends for me; 


Aſſur'd thy Servant is ſteddy 

To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 
The Gifts of Nature and Fortune, 

May fly, by Chance, as they came; 
They're Grounds the Deſtinies ſport on, 

But Virtue is ever the ſame, 


Altho' my Fancy were roving, 

Thy Charms ſo heavenly appear, 
That other Beauties diſproying, 

I'd worſhip thine only, my Dear. 
And ſhou'd Life's Sorrows embitter 

The Pleaſure we promis'd our Loyes, 
To [hare them together is fitter, 

Than moan aſſunder, like Doves. 


Oh? 


4 
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Oh! wereT but once ſo bleſſed, 

To graſp my Love in my Arms 
By thee to be graſp'd! and kiſſed! 

And live on thy Heaven of Charms! 
I'd laugh at Fortune's Caprices, 

Shou'd Fortune capricious prove; 
Tho Death ſhou'dtear me to Pieces, 


I'd die a Martyr to Love. M. 


: A SONG, 
To the Tune of, The bonny Gray-ey'd Morning. 


CAELESTIAL Muſes, tune your Lyres, 
Grace all my Kaptures with your Lays, 

Charming, enchanting Kate inſpires, . 

In lofty Sounds her Beauties praiſe x - 

How undeſigning ſhe diſplays 

Such Scenes, as raviſh with Delight; 

Tho” brighter than Meridian Rays, 

They dazle not, but pleaſe the Sight, 


Blind God give this, this only Dart, 
I neither will nor can her harm, 
I would but gently touch her Heart, 
And try for once if that cou'd charm, 
Go, Venus uſe your fav'rite Wile, 
As ſhe is beauteous, make her kind, 
Let all your Graces round herſmile, 


And ſooth her till I Comfort find, 


When 
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When thus, by yielding, I'm o'erpaid, 
Andall my anxious Cares remov'd, 
In moving Notes, I'll tell the Maid, 
With what pure laſting Flames I loy'd; 
Then ſhall alternate Lite and Death, 
My raviſh'd flutt'ring Soul poſſeſs, 
The ſoftelt tend'reſt Things I'll breath, 
Betwixt each am'rous fond Careſs. 


SONG, 


To the Tune of, The Broom of Cowdenknows:. 


C0” BJECTED to the Pow'r of Love, 
By Nel!'s reſiſtleſs Charms, 


The Fancy fix'd no more can rove, 
Or fly Love's ſoft Alarms. 


Gay Damon had the Skill to ſhyn 
All Traps by Cupid laid, 

Until his Freedom was undone 
By Nell the conquering Maid, 


But who can ſtand the Force of Loye 
When ſhe reſolves to kill > : 


Her ſparkling Eyes Love's Arrows prove; 
And wound us with our Will. 


O bappy Damon, happy fair, 
What Cupid has begun, 

May faithful Hymen take a Care 
To lee it fairly done. 


SON 


85 
G. 
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SONG, 


Tune of Logan Water, 
Pitas hinnuleo me ſimilis, Chloe. 


EL L me Hamilla, tell me wh 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft Embraces fly, 
And all his kind Endearments ſhun? 


So flies the Fatun, with Fear oppreſs'd, 
Seeking its Mother ev'ry where, 
It ſtarts at ev'ry empty Blaſt, 
And trembles when no Danger's near. 


And yet I keep thee but in View, 
To gaze the Glories of thy Face, 
Not with a hateful Step purſue, 

As Age, to rifle eyery Grace, 


Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all Rivals to outſhine, 
And grown mature, and ripe for Joy, 
Leave Mamma's Arms and come to mine. W. 


hk. 
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A South-Sea Sang. 


Tune of, For our lang biding here. 


HEN wecame to London Town, 
\ } We dream'd of Gowd in Gowpings here, 
And rantinly ran up and down, 
Ln riſing Stocks to buy a Saite 
AU a We 
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Wedaftly thought to tow in Rowth, 

But for our Daffi n pay'd right dear 

The lave will fare the war in Trouth, 
For our lang biding here, 


But when we ſand our Purſes toom, 
And dainty Stocks began to fa? 
We hang our Lugs, and wi' a Gloom, 
Girn'd at Stockjobbing ane and a'. 
If ye gang near the South-Sea Houſe, 
The Whillywha's will grip ye'r Gear, 
Syne a' the lave will fare the war, 

For our lang biding here, 


F 


— —— 


Hap me with th y Petticoat. 


Dell, thy Looks have bild my Heart, 
I paſs the Day in Pain, 
When Night returns I feel the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain. 
I'm ſtarving cold, while thou art warm, 
Have Pity and incline, 
And grant me for a Hap that charm- 
ing Petticoat of thine. 


My raviſh'd Fancy in amaze, 
Still wanders o'er thy Charms, 

Deluſive Dreams ten thouſand Ways 
Preſent thee to my Arms: 

But waking think what I endure, 
Whilecruel you decline 

Thoſe Pleaſures, which can only cure 
This panting Breaſt of mine, 
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J faint, Tfail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 

The juſt Reward that's due to Love: 
And let true Paſſion die. 

Oh! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely Breaſt of thine; 

Thy Petticoat could give me Eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heaven has fitted for Delight 
That beauteous Form of thine, 

And thou'rt too good its Law to ſlight; 
By hindring the Deſign. 

May all the Powers of Love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, 

Or looſe my Chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry Charm of thine. 


Love inviting Reaſon. 


A SONG to the Tune of,. - chami ma chatle, ne dugg 
Skar mi. 


HEN innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did crow. 
Upon a green Meadow, or under a Tree 
E'er Annie became a fine Lady in Town, 
How lovely and loving and bony was ſhe ? 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
Let ne'er a new Whim ding thy Fancy a. jee; 
O! as thou art bony be faithfu' and cany, 
And fayouy thy Famie wha doats upon thee, 


: | Doty 
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Does the Death of a Lintwhite give Annie the Spleen x 
Can tyning of Trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 
Can Lap- dogs and Monkies draw Tears frae theſe Een, 
That look with Indifference on poor dy ing me? 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And dinna prefer a Paroquet to me; 


O] as thou art bony, be prudent and cany, 


And think on thy Jamie wha doats upon thee; 


Ah! ſhou'd a new Manto or Flanders Lace-Head, 
Or yet a wee Cottie tho' never ſo fine, 


Gar thee grow forgetfu' and let his Heart bleed, 


That anes had ſome Hope of purchaſing thine: 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautitu' Annie, 

And dinna prefer your Fleegeries to me; 
O] as thou art bony, be ſolid and cany, 

And tent a true Lover that doats upon thee, 


Shall a Paris Edition of new fangle Sany, 
Thoꝰ gilt o'er wi' Laces and Fringes he be, 

By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie. 
And aim at theſe Beniſons promis'd to me. 

Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And never prefer a light Dancer to me; 

O] as thou art bony be conſtant and cany, 
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee! 


O! think, my dear Charmer, on ilka ſweet Hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 
F'er Squirrels or Beaus or Foppery had Pow'r 
To rival my Love and impoſe upon thee. 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautitu' Annie, 
And let thy Deſires be a' center'd in me; 
O! as thou art bony be faithfu* and cany, 
And loye him wha's langing to center in thee, 


The 


(4) 
The Bob of Dunblane. 


AS SIE, lend me your braw Hemp Heckle, 
And Ill lend you my Thripling Kame; 

For Fainneſs, Deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 

If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dunblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the Ground of ye'r Trunkies, 

Busk ye braw and dinna think Shame; 
Conſider in Time, if leading of Monkies 

Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunblane, 


Be frank, my Laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 
And take my Word and Offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it miekle, 
Ye didna accept of the Bob of Dunblane. 
The Dinner, the Piper and Prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowie with lying my lane, 
Away then leave baith Minny and Dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane, 


SON G, complaining of Abſence, 
To the Tune of M). Apron Deary, 


AH Chloe! thou Treaſure, thou Joy of my Breaſt, 
Since I parted from thee I'm a Stranger to Reſt, 

I fly to the Grove, there to languiſn and mourn, 

There ſigh for my Charmer, and long to return, 

The Fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 

But they ſmile all in vain - my Chloe's away: 

The Field and the Grove can afford me no Eale, —. 


But bring me my Chloe, a Deſart will pleaſe. 
No 


*, 
1 
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No Virgin I ſee that my Boſom alarms; 
I'm cold to the faireſt, tho' glowing with Charms; 
In yain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye; 
Theſe are not the Looks of my C/loe, I cry. 


Theſe Looks where bright Love like the Sun ſits en! 


thron'd, 
And ſmiling diffuſes his Influence round : 
Tvas thus I firſt view'd thee, my Charmer, amaz'd; 
Thus gaz'd thee with Wonder, and loy'd while I gaz'd, 


Then, then the dear Fair one was ſtill in my Sight, 
It was Pleaſure all Day, it was Rapture all Night: 
But now by hard Fortune remov'd from my Fair, 
In ſecret I languiſh, a Prey to Deſpair, 
But Abſence and Torment abate not my Flame, 
My Chloe's (till charming, my Paſſion the ſame ; 
O! would ſhe preſerve me a Place .a her Breaſt, 
Then Abſence would pleaſe me, for l would be bleſt, 


R. 
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To the Tune of —-1 fixed my Fancy on her. 


Be, Cynthia's Power divinely great 
What Heart is not obeying ! 

A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her Eyes are playing, 

She ſeems the Queen of Love to reign, 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 

Such Sweets as belt can entertain 


The Guſt of all the Senſes. 
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Her Face a charming Proſpect brings, 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliſſes; 
I hear an Angel when ſhe ſings, 
And taſte of Heaven in Kiſſes. 
Four Senſes thus the feaſts with Joy, 
From Nature's richeſt Treaſure : 
Let me the other Senſe einploy, 
And 1 thall die with Pleaſure, X. 


480 N 8, 


To the Tune of, Too d a bony Lady. 


. 
TELL me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never eaſe my Pain? 

Muſt T die for every Feature ? 

Muſt I always love in yain ? 
The Deſire of Admiration 

Is the Pleaſure you purſue , 
Pray thee try a laſting Paiſion, 

Such a Love as mine for you, 


Tears and ſighing could not move you; 
For a Lover ought to dare: 
Whenl plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you (aid L went too far, 
Are ſuch giddy Ways beſeeming? 
Will my Dear be fickle till? 
Conqueſt is the Joy of Women, 
Let their Slayes be what they will. 


Your 
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Your Negle@ with Torment fills me, 
And my deſperate Thoughts increaſe, 
Pray conſider, it you kill me, 
You will have a Lover leſs. 
It your wand'ring Heartis beating 
For new Lovers, let it be: 
But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a Day and fix on me. 


The REPLY. 


N vain, fond Youth, thy Tears give o'er; 
What more, alas! can Flavia do? 
Thy Truth I own, thy Fate deplore: 
All are not happy that are true, 


Suppreſs thoſe Sighs, and weep no more 
Should Heaven and Earth with thee combine. 
*Twere all in vain, ſince any, Power, 


To crown thy Love, muſt alter mine. 


But if Revenge can eaſe thy Pain, 
I'll ſooth the Ills I cannot cure, 

Tell that I drag a hopeleſs Chain, 
And all that I infli& indure. 


8 


The Roſe in Y ARROW. 
To the Tune of, Mary Scot. 


I W AS Summer, and the Day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from Care, 
Beguiling Thought, forgettin ; Sorrow, 
I wander'd o'er the Braces of Yarrow 3 
C 


GED, 


Till then deſpiſing Beauty's Power, 

I kept my Heart my own ſecure ; 

But Cupid's Art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's Charms do now enſlaye me. 


Will cruel Love no Bribe receive? 
No Ranſom take for Mary's Slave ? 


Her Frowns of Reſt and Hope deprive me, | f 
Her lovely Smiles like Light revive me. f 
No Bondage may with mine compare, | 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming Fair, 5 
This beauteous Flower, this Roſe of Yarrow, x 
In Nature's Gardens has no Marrow. 7 4 


Had lof Heaven but one Requeſt, 

I'd ask to lye in Mary's Breaſt 

There would I live or die with Pleaſure, 

Nor ſpare this World one Moment's leiſure, 

Deſpiling Kings and all that's great, Wy 
I'd ſmile at Courts and Courtiers Fate ; 

My Joy complete on ſuch a Marrow, 

I'd dwell with her and live on Yarrow. 


= 
We 8 1 2 
3 n ** 


z =P, 


But tho? ſuch Bliſs I ne*er ſhould gain, 
Contented ſtill I'll wear my Chain, 

In hopes my faithful Heart may move her 
For leaving Lite I'll always love her. 

W hat Doubts diſtract a Lover's Mind? 
That Breaſt all Softaefs muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my Marrow, 
The lovely beauteous Roſe of Tarrou. 
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The Fair Penitent, 
A SONG—. To its own Tuns. 


A Lovely Laſs to a Friar came 
To conteſs, in a Morning early, 
In what, n dear, are you to blame? 
Come own it all ſiucerely. 
I've done, Sir, what Idare not name, 
Witha Lad who loves medearly. 


The greateſt Fault in my (elf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover. 

Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There Diſcipline to ſuffer, 

Lake-a-day Sir! if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray witn me ſend my Lover. 

No, no, my dear, you do but dream, 
We'll have no double Dealing; 

Big if with me oull repeat the ſame, 
I'll pardon your paſt failing. 

I muſt own, Sir, tho' I bluſh or ſhame, 
That your Penance is prevailing. 


4 ht 


The laſt Time I came o'er the Moor, 


HE laſt Time T came o'er the Moor, 
i left my Love bel ind me; 
Ye Powers! what Pain 401 endure, 
When ſoft Ideas mind me! 
C 2 


Soon 


| 
| 
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at! Soon as the ruddy Morn diſplay'd 
| | The beaming Day enſuing, 
{30 I met betimes my lovely Maid, 
In fit retreats for Wooing. 


Beneath the cooling Shade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting ; 

We kiſs'd and promiſs'd Time away, 
Till Night ſpread her black Curtain, 

I pity'd all beneath the Skies, 
Ev'n Kings when ſhe was nigh me; 

In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where Cannons roar, 

Where mortal Steel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 

Where Dangers may ſurround me: 
Yet Hopes again to ſee my Love, 

To feaſt on glowing Kiſſes, 
Shall make my Cares at diſtance move, 

In Proſpect of ſuch hliſſes. 4 


In all my Soul there's not one Place, 
To let a Rival enter: | 
Since ſhe excels in every Grace, 
In her my Love ſhall center. 
Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their Waves the Alps ſhall cover; 
On Greenland Ice ſhall Roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her, 


The next time I go o'er the Moor, 
She ſhall a Lover find me; 

And that my Faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' I left her behind me: 


Then 
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Then Hymen's ſacred Bonds ſhall chain 
My Heart to her fair Boſom, 

There, while my Being does remain, 
My Love more freſh ſhall bloſtom. 


The Laſi of Peaty's Mill. 


HE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 

In {pight of all mySkill, 
Hath ſtole my Heart away. 
Whentedding of the Hay 
Bare- headed on the Green, 
Love midſt her Locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her Een. 


Her Arms, white, round, and ſinooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their Dawn, 

To Age it would give Youth, 

To preſs em with his Hand. 

Thro' all my Spirits ran 

An Extaſy of Bliſs, 

When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 

Wirapt in a balmy Kiſs, 


Without the help of Art, 

Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart, 

When e' er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd, 

Her Looks they were ſo mild, 


Free from affected Pride, 


She me to Love beguil'd, 
I wiſk'd her for my Bride. 
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O bad! leg deen 
Hoptou;'s high Mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long Life and Health,. 
And Pleaſures at my Will, 

I'd promiſe and fulh], 

That none but bony ſhe, 

The Laſs of Peary's Mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


GREEN SLEEFES. 


d & watchful Guard'ans of the Fair, 
Who skift on Wings of ambient ws 
Of my dear Delia take a Care, 

And repreſent her Lover, 
With all the Gaiety of Youth, 
With Honour, Juſtice, Love and Truth; 
Till I return, her Paſſions ſooth, 

For ine, in Whiſpers move her. 


Be careful no baſe ſordid Slave, 
Wich Soul unk in a golden Grave, 


Who knows no Virtue but to fave, 


With glaring Gold bewitch her, 
Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign'd, 
For me, who know how to be kind, 
And have mair Plenty in my Mind, 

Than one who's ten Times richer, 


Let all the World turn upſide down, 

And Fools run an eternal Round, 

In Queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleale their yain Ambition, 


Let 


t 
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Let little Minds great Charms eſpy 


Ia Shadows which at diſtance ly, 


Whoſe hop'd for Fleaſures, when come nigh, 


Prove nothing in Fruition, 


But caſt into a Mold divine, 

Fair Delia does with Luſtre ſhine, 

Her virtuous Soul's an ample Mine, 
Which yields a conſtant Treaſure, » 

Let Poets, in ſublimeſt Lays, 

Em»oloy their Skill her Fame to raiſe; 

Lei Sons of Muſick paſs whole Days 
With well tun'd Reeds to pleaſe her. 
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The Nellow-hair'd Laddie. 


1 April, when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain, 

And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain; 

The Ye!low-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 

To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawthorn- trees 
grow. 


There, under the Shade A an old ſacred Thorn, 
With Freedom he ſung his Loves Ev'ning and Morn : 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and inchanting a Sound, 

That Silvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 

The Shepherd thus ſung, Tho? young Maya be fair, 
Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornſu* proud Air; 


But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 


Her Breath like the Breezes perfum'd in the S pring. 


That Made in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 
Like the Moon was unconſtant, and neyer ſpoke Truth: 
C4 But 
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But Suſſe was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the Sea. 


That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all her great Dow's, 


Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſowr : 
Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would Parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his Miſtreſs might be. 


— 1 


— — 


NANMNYO. 


W HILE ſome for Pleaſure pawn their Health, 


Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 
Lil fave my ſelf, and without Stealth 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny-O, 
She bids more fair t' engage a Yove 
Than Leda did for Danae-O : 
Werel to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elle ſhou'd ſit but Nauny-O. 


How joyfully my Spirits riſe, 

When dancing ſhe moves finely--0 /- 
1 gueſs what Heav'n is by her Eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely-O. 
Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breathe in the bleſt Britannia, 
None's Happineſs I ſhall envy, 

As long's ye grant me Nanny-0, 


CHORU & 


My bony, bony Nanny -<O, 

My lovely charming Nanny-O. 
I care. not tho' the World do know 
How dearly Tlove Nanny-O, 


Bong 
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Bony FE AN. 


OVE's Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove, 


Said, Cupid, bend thy Bow with Speed, 


Nor let the Shaft at Random rove, 

For Jeany's haughty Heart muſt bleed. 
The ſmiling Boy, with divine Art, 
From Paphos ſhot an Arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the Heart, 
And kill'd the Pride of bony Year. 


No more the Nymph, with haughty Air, 
Refuſes Willy's kind Addreſs ; 

Her yielding Bluſhes ſhew no Care, 
But too much Fondneſs to ſuppreſs, . 
No more the Youth is ſullen now, 

But looks the gayeſt on the Green, . 
Whilſt every Day he ſpys ſome new 
Surprizing Charms in bony Jean. 


A thouſand Tranſports crowd his Breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 
His former Sorrows ſeem a Jeſt, 


Now when his Feany is turn'd kind: 


Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious Fields of War look mean; - 


The chearful Hound and Horn give Pain, 


It abſent from his bony Jean. 


The Day he ſpends in am'rous Ga ze, 


W hich even in Summer ſhorten'd ſeems; 
When ſunk in Downs, with glad amazy 


He wonders at her in his Dreams. 
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All Charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's fair Prize, the Spartan Queen, 
With breaking Day he lifts his Sight, 

And pants to be with bony Jean. 


— * * —— 2 r 
— — * — 


Throw the Mood Laddie. 


Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy Preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
W hen naething can pleaſe me. 
Now dowie I ſigh on the Bank of the Burn, 
Or throw the Wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


* 5 1 
$2.74 
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Tho' Woods now are bony, and Mornings are clear, 
While Lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And Primroſes ſpringing ; 

Vet nane of them pleaſes my Eye or my Ear, 

W hen throw the Wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear, 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell; 

I'm faſh'd wi' their Scorning, $ 

Baith Ev'ning and Morning; 5 3 
Their Jeering gaes aft to my Heart wi'a Knell, E 
When throw the Wood, Laddie, I wander my ell. 
Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 

But quick as an Arrow, 

Haſt here to thy Marrow. 

Wha's living in langour till that happy Day, 
When ow the Wood, Laddie, we'll dance, ſing and 

Play. 


a Down 
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4 Down the Burn Davie. 
. HEN Trees did bud, and Fields were green, 
3 1 And Broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 
0 When Mary was complete Fifteen, 

7 And Love laugh'd in her Eye; 

> Blyth Davie's Blinks her Heart did move 

3 To ſpeak her Mind thus free, 

F Gang down the Burn, Davie, Love, 

9 And I ſhall follow thee. 

5 Now Daviedid each Lad ſurpaſs, 

1 That dwelt on this Burnſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt Laſs, 
„ Juſt meet to be a Bride; 

5 Her Cheeks were roſie, red and white, | | 
1 Her Een were bonny blue; | 
125 Her Looks were like Aurora bright, | 
8 Her Lips like dropping Dew. 
5 As down the Burn they took their Way, | 
F What tender Tales they ſaid; | 
1 His Cheek to hers he aft did lay, 

$ And with her Boſom play'd, | 
Till baith at length impatient grown, | 
"I To be mair fully bleſt, | 
In yonder Vale they lean'd them down; | 
4 Love only ſaw the reſt. | 
Y What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs Play, | 

4 3 And naething ſure unmeet; | 

2 For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, | 
5 They lik d a Wa k ſac ſweet; | 


il q * (60) 
1 And that they aften ſhou'd return 
Wit, Sic Pleaſure to renew, 


Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Burn, , 
9 And ay ſhall follow you. 


* 


„ K » 


SONG. 


To the Tune of, Gilder Roy; 


H / Cloris, cou'd I now but fit 

As unconcern'd, as when 

Your Infant Beauty coud beget 
No Happineſs nor Pain. 

When I this Dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming Day. 

1 little thought that riſing Fire, 
Wou'd take my Reſt away 


Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood lay, 
As Metals ina Mine; 
Age from no Face takes more away, . 
Than Youth conceal'd in thine: 
But as your Charms infenſibly 
To their Perfection preſt; * 
So Love as unperceiy'd did fly, 
And center'd in my Breaſt, 


My Paſſion with your Beauty gr&w; 
While Cupid at my Heart, 

Still as his Mother fayour'd you, 
Threw anew flaming Dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton Part; 
To make a Lover, he 

0 Employ'd the utmoſt of his Art. 

14 To make a Beauty, the, 
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A SONG. 


To the Tune of, The yellow-hair'd Laddie. 


IE Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the gay Plain, 
Approach from yourSports,and attend to myStraig z 
Among all your Number a Lover ſo true, 
Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch Bliſs in his View. 


Was ever a Nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine, 
She does not diſdain me,nor frown in her Wrath, 


But calmly and mildly reſigns me to Death. 


She calls me her Friend; but her Lover denies, 

She ſmiles when Pm chearful, but hears not my Cighs+ . 
A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, 

Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair! 

I fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears : 

Her Anſwar confounds, while her Manner endears; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 

My trembling Lips bleſs her in ſpite of my Grief, 


By Night; while I lumber, till haunted with Care, 
I ſtart up in Anguiſh, and ſigh for the Fair: 
The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may ſhe ever do ſo! - 
And only when dreaming imagine my Wo. 
Then gaze at adiſtance, nor farther aſpire, 
Nor think ſhe ſhould loye, whom ſhe cannot admire; 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her Slave, 
Commend her to Heaven, and thy ſelf to the Grave. 
X. 


SONG, 
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SON G. 
To the Tune of, When ſhe cam ben ſhe bobed. 


OME, fill me a Bumper, my Jolly brave Boys, | 1 
Let's have no more Female Impert'nence and 
Noiſe; ; 


For I've try'd the Endearmentsand Pleaſures of Love, 
And I find they're but Nonſenſe and Whimſies, byFove. 


When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 

I whin'd like a Fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a Saint: 
But I found her Religion, her Face, and her Love, 
Were Hypocriſy, Paint, and Self-Intereſt, by Fove, 


Sweet Cecil came next with her languiſhing Air, 
Her Out- ſide was orderly, modeſt and fair; 
But her Soul was ſophiſticate, ſo was her Love, 
For I found ſhe was only a Strumpet, by Jove. 


Little double. gilt Jenny's Gold charm'd me at laſt : 
You know Marriage and Money together does beſt, 
But the Baggage forgetting her Vows and her Love, 
Gaye her Gold to a ſniv'ling dull Coxcomb, by Jove. 


Come fill me a Bumper then, jolly brave Boys: 
Here's a Farewel to Female Impert'nence and Noiſes 
I know few of the Sex that are worthy my Love : 
And for Strumpets and Jilts, Iabhor them, by Fove. 


L. 
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DV u BAR TON 's Drums. 


UMBARTON's Drums beat bonny O, 


nd How happy am I, 


_— When my Soldier is by, 
" I While he kifles and bleſſes his Annie--O ! 
Vi. ZZ *Tisa Soldier alone can delight me--O ; 
For his graceful Looks do invite me O: 
W hile guarded in his Arms, 
I'll fear no War's alarms, 
Neither Danger nor Death ſhall e' er fright me- O. 


My Love is a handſome Laddie-O, 
Genteel, but ne' er foppiſh nor Gaudy--O : 
4 Tho' Commiſſions are dear, 
G Yet I'll buy him one this Year : 
& For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie-O. 
A Soldier has Honour and Bravery--O, 
Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knay'ry--O + 
He minds no other Thing, 
65 But the Ladies or the King: 
For every other Care is but Slavery-O. 


Then 1'll be the Captain's Lady--O, 
Farewel all my Friends and my Daddy--O, 
I'll wait no more at home, 
\ But I'll follow with the Drum, 
RN And when e'er that beats, I'll be ready-O. 
| Dumbarton's Drums ſound bonny--O, 
. They are ſprightly like my dear Jonny O: 
— ä How happy ſhall T be, 
When on my Soldier's Knee, 


And he kiſles and bleſſes his Aunie.-O ? . 
i 5 ; Aula 


When they mind me. of my dear Jonny-O: 


( 64) 


Auld lang Hine. 


gf OU LD auld Acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho' they return with Scars: 
Theſe are the noble Hero's Lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious Wars: 
Welcome, my V aro, to my Breaſt, 
Thy Arms about me twine, * 
And make me once again as bleſt, : 
As I was lang ſyne. 4 


Methinks around us on each Bough, . 
A thouſand Cupids play, 

Whilſt thro? the Groves I walk with you, 
Each Object makes me gay: 

Since your Return, the Sun and Moon 
With brighter Beams do ſhine, 

streams murmure ſoft Notes while they run, 


As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the Court and Din of State; 
Let that to their Share fall, 

Who can eſteem ſuch Slay'ry great, 
While bounded like a Ball : - 

But ſunk in Love, upon my Arms 

Let your braye Head recline, 

We'll pleaſe our ſelves with mutual Charms, 
As we did lang ſyne. | 


O'er Moor and Dale, with your gay Friend, 
You may purſue the Chace, 

And, after a blyth Bottle, end 
All Cares in my Embrace: 
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And in a yacant rainy Day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 

We'll make the Hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The Hero, pleas'd with the ſweet Air, 
And Signs of generous Love, 


Which had been utter'd by the Fair, 
Bow'd to the Pow'rs above: 


Next Day, with Conſent and glad Haſte, 


Th' approach'd the ſacred Shrine; 
Where the good Prieſt the Couple bleſt,. 
And pat them out of Pine. 


2 


The Laſs of Livingſton. 


AIN'D with her ſlighting Jamie's Love, 
Bell dropt a Tear hell dropt a Tear, 

The Gods deſcended from above, 
Well pleas'd to hear Wi ell pleas'd to hear. 
They heard the Praiſes of the Youth 
From her own Tongue From her own Tongue, 
Who now converted was to Truth, 
And thus ſhe ſung —— And thus ſhe ſung. 


Bleſt Days when our ingen'ous Sex, 

More frank and kind More frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd Adorers vex; 

But ſpoke their Mind But ſpoke their Mind, 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair, 

Wou'd he return Wou'd he return, 

She ne'er again wou'd give him Care, 

Or cauſe him mourn—Or cauſe him mourn, 
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Why lov'd I the deſerving Swain, 

Yet (till thought Shame 1 et ſtill thought Shame, 
When he my yielding Heart did gain, 

To own my Fla.uue—To owri my Flame? 

Why took i Pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem too coy And ſeem too coy ? 

Which makes me now 2'as lament 


My ſighted Joy——My ſi:;gated Joy. 


Ye Fair, while Beauty's in its Spring, 

Own your Delire——Own your Deſire, 
Wile Love's young Power with his ſoft Wing 
Fans up the Fire — Fans up the Fire. 

O do not with a ſilly Pride, 

Or low Deſign Or low Deſign, 

Refuſe to be: a happy Bride, 

But anſwer plain. But anſwer plain: 


Thus the fair Mourner wail'd her Crime, 
With flowing Eyes — With flowing Eyes. 
Glad Jamie heard her all the Time, 

With ſweet Surpriſe With ſweet Surpriſe, 
Some God had led him to the Grove; 


His Mind unchang'd His Mind uochang' d, 


Flew to her Arms, and cry'd, my Love, 
Iam reveng'd l am reveng'd! 


* 


— ———_—_ 


Peggy, Imuſt love thee. 


s from a Rock paſt all Relief, 
The ſhipwrackt Colin ſpying 
His native Soil, o'ercome with Grief, 


Halt ſunk in Waves, and dying: 
0 With 
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With the next Morning Sun he ſpies 

A Ship, which gives unhop'd Surprize; 

New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and waits her Motion. 


So when by her whom long I loy'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 

Low with Deſpair my Spirits moy'd, 
To be for ever parted : 

Thus droop'd I, till diviner Grace 

I found in Peggy's Mind and Face; 

Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
But Virtue more engaging. 


_ 4 


Then now, ſince happily I've hit, 
I'll haye no more delaying ; 
Let Beauty yield to manly Wit, 
We loſe ourſelyes in ſtaying : 
PI haſte dull Courtſhip to a Cloſe, . 
Since Marriage can my Fears oppoſe z 


_ Why ſhould we happy Minutes loſe, 


Since, Peggy, I mult love thee ? 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, 

To ſigh, and ſacrifice their Eaſe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty : 

Such was my Caſe for many a Year, 

Still hope ſucceeding to my Fear ; 

Falſe Betty's Charms now diſappear, | 
Since Peggy's far outſhine them. 


O DE. 


(668) 
o D E. 


ENCE every thing that can 
Diſturb the Quiet of Man 
Be blyth, my Soul, -=# 
In a full Bowl 
Drown thy Care, 
And repair 
The vital Stream: 
Since Life's a Dream, 
Let Wine abound, 
And Healths go round, 
We'll ſleep more ſound, 
And let the dull unthinking Mob purſue 
Each endleſs Wiſh, and ſtill their Toil renew. 


—_ * * — — 
* 


Bessy BELL and MARY GRA. 


Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa-bonny Laſles, 

They bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn-Brae, 

And theek'd it o'er wi! Raſhes, 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 

And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een, 

They gar my Fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's Hair's like a Lint- tap; 
She ſmiles like a May-morning, 
When Phebus ſtarts frac Thetis Lap, 
The Hills with Rays adorging : 


White 


f 
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White is her Neck, ſaft is her Hand, 
Her Waiſt and Feet's fu' genty, 
With ika Grace ſhe can command; 
Her Lips, O wow! they're dainty. 


And Mary's Locks are like a Craw, 
Her Eyes like Diamonds glances 

She's ay ſae clean, red up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 

Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is 

And guides her Airs ſae gracetu' ſtill. 
O Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


— 
1 3 
— A 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco' fair oppreſs us; 
Our Fancies jee between you twa, 
Ve are ſic bonny Laſſes: 
Wae's me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by Law we're ftented; 
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
And be with ane contented, 


T never leave thee. 


JoN Nx. 
T H O' for ſeven Years and mair, Honour ſhou'd 


rave me, 

To Fields where Cannons rair, thou need na grieve 
thee 2 ; 

For deep in my Spirits thy Sweets are indented ; 


And Love ſhall preſerye ay what Love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 


Gang the W arld as it will, Deareſt, belieye me. 
: NELLY, 


(70) 
NELLY, 


O Jonny, I'm jealous when*er ye diſcover; 

My Sen:iments y'eldin, ye“ l turn a looſe Rover; 
Ard nought i' the Warld wad vex my Heart ſairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer, 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 

A' the lang Night and Day, it you deceive me. 


JoNNx. 


My Nelly, let never fic Fancies oppreſs ye, 

For, while my Blood's warm, I'll kindly careſs ye: 
Your blooming laft Beauties firſt bee:ted Love's fire, 
Your Virtue and Wit make it ay flame the higher, 
Leave thee, leave thee, II never leave thee, ' 
Gang the Warld as it will, Deareſt, believe me. 


NELLY. 


Then, Jonny, 1 frankly this Minute allow ye, 

To think me your Miſtreſs, for Love gars me trow ye; 
And gin ye prove fauſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Yell win but ſma* Honour to wrang a kind Maiden, 
Reave me. reave me, Heavens! itwad reave me 

Of my Reſt Night and Day, it ye deceive me. 


JoNnNY, 


Bid Iceſhogles hammer red Gauds on the Studdy, 
And fair Simmer Mornings nae mair appear ruddy : 
Bid Britons think ae Gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time belieye I] betray ye. 

Leave thee, leave thee, Ill never leave thee 

The Starns ſhall gang witherſhins e r decciye thee, 
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My Deary, if thou Die. 


OVE never more ſhall give me Pain, 


My Fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
Nor ever Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
Thy Loves ſo true to me: 
Without thee 1 ſhall never live, 
My Deary, if thou die. 


If Fate ſhalltear thee from my Breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray ? 

In dreary Dreams the Night V'll waſte, 
In Sighs the ſilent Day, \ 

I neꝰer can ſo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch Perfection ſee : — 

Then I'll renounce all Woman- kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. 


No new- blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cupid's raving Rage, 

But thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart, 
Muſt all the World engage. 

"Twas this that like the Morning Sun 

Gave Joy and Life to me; 

And whenits deſtin'd Day is done, 
W.ith Peggy let me die. 


Ye Powers that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in ſuch Plea\n:e ſhare : 

You who its taithful Flames approye, 
With Pity view the Fair, 


Reſtore 
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Reftore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me; 

Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms: 
I'm loſt, it Peggy die. 


My 7o Janet. 


WEET Sir, for your Courteſie, 
When ye come by the Baſs thenz 
For the Love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a Keeking-glaſs then. 
Keek into the Draw-well, 
Janet, Janet; 
And there ye'll ſee yer bonny ſell, 
My Jo Janet. 


Keeking in the Draw- well clear, 
What it I ſhou'd fa' in, 

Syne a' my Kin will ſay and ſwear, 
I drown'd my ſell for Sin. 

Had the better be the Brae, 

Janet, Janet, 
Had the better be the Brae, 
My Jo Janet. 


Good Sir, for your Courteſie, 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the Love ye bear to me, 
Buy mea Pair of Shoon then, 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, 
Janet, Janet; 
Ae Pair may gane ye haff a Tear, 
My Fo Janet. 


But 


(73) 
But what if dancing on the Green, 
And skipping like a Mawking, 
If they ſhou'd ſee my clouted Shoon, 
Of me they will be tauking. 
Dance ay laigh, and late at E'en, 
Janet, Janet; 


Syne a their Fauts will no be ſeen, 
My Jo Janet, 


Kind Sir, for your Courteſie, 
When ye gae to the Croſs then, 
For the Love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing Horſe then. 
Pace upo your Spinning-wheel, 
Janet, Janet; 
Pace upo your Spinning-wheel, 
My Fo Janet. 


My Spinning-wheel is auld and ſtiff, 
The Rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, 
To keep the Temper-pin intiff, 
Employs aft my Hand, Sir. 
Make the beſt o't that ye can, 
Janet, Janet; 
But lile it never wale a Man, 
My Fo Janet, 


_—_— — 
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To the Tune of, John Anderſon my Jo. 


HAT means this Nicenets now of late, 
Since Time that Truth does prove? 


Such Diſtance may conſiſt with State, 


But never will with Love. 
D 
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"Tis either Cunning or Diſdain 
That does ſuch ways allow; 
The firlt is baſe, the laſt is vain : 


May neither happen you, 


For if it be to draw me on, 
You over-act your Part; 

And if it be to have me gone, 
Lou need not haff that Art: 

For if you chance a Look to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a Frown, 

I'll give you all the Love that's paſt, 
The reſt ſhall be my own. 


8 — — 
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Auld ROB AMO NIS. 


MIT HER. 
U LD Rob Moris that wins in yon Glen, 
{A He's the King of good Fellows, and Wale of 

auld Men, 
Has fourſcore of black Sheep, and fourſcore too; 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo, 
DOUGHTER. 
Ha'd your Tongue Mither, and let that abee, 
For his Eild and my Eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen; 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm but fifteen, 
MITHER. 

Ha'd your Tongue, Doughter, and lay by your Pride, 
For he's be the Eridegroom, and ye's be the Bride; 
He ſhall ly by your Side, and kiſs ye too, 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye mauu loo. 


DOUGH- 
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DOUGHTER; 
Auld Rob Moris, I ken him fou weel, 
His A it ſticks out, like ony Peet-creel, 
He's out-ſhin'd, in-kneed and ringle-ey'd too; 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man I'll ne'er loo. 
MITHER. 
Tho? auld Rob Moris be an elderly Man, 
Yet his auld Braſs it will buy a new Pan; 
Then, Doughter, ye ſhoudna be ſae ill to'ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 
DOUGHTER, 
Rut auld Rob Moris I never will hae, 
His Back is ſae ſtiff, and his Beard is grown grey: 
I had titter die than live wi? him a Year; 


Sae mair of Reb Moris I neyer willhear, Q. 
. 
To the Tune of, Come kiſs with me, come tap with 
me, &c. 
PEGGY. 


Y YJocky blyth for what thou haſt done, 
There is nae help nor mending 
For thou haft jog'd me out of Tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending. 
My Mither ſees a Change on me, 
For my Complexion daſhes, 
And this, alas! has been with thee 
Sae late amang the Raſhes, 
JOCKY. 
My Peggy, what I'veſaid PII do, 
To free thee frae her Scouling 3 
Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer let's be tooling ; 


D 2 For 
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For her Content I'll inſtant wed, 
Since thy Complexion Daſhes; 

And then we'll try a Feather-bed, 
Tis ſafter than the Raſhes, 

PEGGY. 

Then Jocły ſince thy Love's ſae true, 
Let Mither ſcoul, I'm eaſy : 

Sac lang'sI live, I ne*er ſhall rue 
For what I've done to pleaſe thee, 

And there's my Hand, I'ſe ne'er complain: 
O! well's me on the Raſhes ; 

When e' er thou likes I'll do't again, 
And a Feg for a' their Claſnes. 


1 


— —_ ——— — 


8 0 N 8, 


To the Tune of, Rothes's Lament; or Pinky-houſe. 


S Sylvia in a Forreſt lay, 
To vent her Woe alone; 
Her Swain Sylvander came that Way, 
And heard herdying Moan, 
Ah lis my Love (ſhe faid) to you 
Sc worthle's and ſo vain : 
Why is your wonted Fondneſs now 
Converted to Diſdain ? 


You vow'd the Light ſhould Darkneſs turn, 
E're you'd exchange your Love; 

In Shades now may Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 


Was 


(97) 


Was it for this I Credit gave 
To ev'ry Oath you ſwore ? 
But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our Charms adore, 
\ 
Tis plain your Drift was all Deceit, 
The Practice of Mankind: 
Alas! I ſee it but too late, 
My Love had made me blind. 
For you, delighted I could die: 
But oh! wich Grief I'm fill'd, 
To think that credulous conſtant I 


Should by your ſelf be kill'd, 


This ſaid, Wall breathleſs, ſick and pale, 


Her Head upon her Hand, 
She found her vital Spirits fail, 
And Senſes at a Stand. 
Sylvander then began to melt: 
But ere the Word was given, 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'd her Soul to Heaven. 


The young Lairdund Edinburgh KA v. 


O W watye wha Imet yeſtreen, 
Coming down the Street, my 70 


My Miſtres in her Tartan Screen, 


Fow bonny, braw and ſweet, my Jo. 
My Dear, quoth I, thanks to the Night, 


That never wiſh'd a Lover ill, 

Since ye're out of your Mither's Sight, 

Let's take a Wauk up to the Hill. 
D 3 


(78) 
O Katy, wiltu gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome Town a while; 
The Bloſſom's ſprouting frae the Tree, 
And a' the Summer's gawn to ſmile: 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, 
The bleeting Lambs and whiſtling Hind, 
In ilka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 


Will nouriſh Health, and glad ye'r Mind, 


Soon as the clear Goodman of Day 
Bends his Morning Draught of Dew, 
We'll gae to ſome Burn-lide and play, 
And gather Flowers to busk ye'r Brow, 
We'll pou the Dailies on the Green, 

The lucken Gowans frae the Bog 
Between Hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the Velvet Fog. 


There's up into a pleaſ. ant Glen, 

A wee Piece frac my Father's Tower, 

A canny, ſaft and flow'ry Den, 

Which circling Birks have form'd a Bower: 
When eber the Sun grows high and warm, 


* We'll to the cauler Shade remove, 


There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


em — 


* _—_— 
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Kary's Anſwer. 


Y Mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
Tho? ſhe did the ſame before me; 


I canna get leave 
To look to my Loove, 


Or elſe ſhe'll be like to deyour me. 


Right 


Ut 


(79) 


Right fain wadT take ye'r offer, 


Sweet Sir, but I'Il tine my Tocher; 
Then Sandy, ye'll fret, 
And wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
When c'er ye keck in your toom Coffer. 


For tho' my Father has plenty 
Ot Siller and Pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco ſweer 
To twin wi' his Gear; 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. 


Tutor my Parents wi' Caution, 
* wylie in ilka Motion; 
Brag well o' ye'r Land, 
And there's my leal Hand, 
Win them, I'll be at your Devotion. 


MAKI SCOTT. 


APPY's the Love which meets Return, 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn ; 

But Words are wanting to diſcover 
The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover. 
Ye Regiſters of Heav'n relate, 
If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to- marrov-/ 
Hary Scot the Flower of Yarrow, 


Ah no! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above mult ſhare; 
While Mortals with Deſpair explore her, 
And at a Diſtance due adore her, 

D 4 
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(80) 
© lovely Maid ! my Doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me witha Smile: 


Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye Fears, I'Il not deſpair, 

My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 

Then 1'll go tell her all mine Anguiſh, 
She is too good to let melanguiſh 
With Succeſs crown'd, I will not envy 
'The Folks who dwell aboye the Sky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my Marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow, 


Wine and Muſick, au O D E. 


SYAOYN. ], Colin, how dull is't to be 
hen a Soul is ſinking wi' Pain, 
Io one who is pained like me, 
My Life's grown a Load, 
And my Faculties nod. 
While I ſigh for cold Feanie in vain, 
I'm ſlain, I'm ſlain, I'm ſlain, 
The Wound it is mortal and deep, 
My Pulſes beat low in each Vein, 
And threaten eternal Sleep. 


COLN. ] Come here's the beſt Cure for thy Wounds, 
As ure for all thy Wounds, 
The Bowl, the Bowl, the Bowl, 
O Boy, the Cordial Bowl ! 
With ſoft larmonious Sounds, 


Wounds, 


(81 ) 
Wounds, Wounds, Wounds, theſe can cure all Wounds, 
With ſoft harmonious Sounds, 
And pull off the Cordial Bowl: 
Tune, tune, tune, O Symon tune thy Soul, 


Above the Gods bienly bouze, 
When round they meet in a Ring. 
They caſt away Care, and carouſe 
Their Nectar, while they ſing. 
Then drink, drink, drink and ſing, 
Theſe make the Blood circle fine, 
Strike up the Muſick, 
The ſafeſt Phyſick, 
Compounded with ſparkling Hine. 


1 r r 4 * — 5 8 1 8 


To the Ph - 43 O DE. 


Vides, ut alta ſtet nive candidum 
Sorad te. HOR. 
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OO upto Pentland's towring Taps, 
Buried beneath great Wreaths of Sna', 
Ober ilka Cleugh, ilk Scar and Slap, 
As high as ony Roman Wa'. 


Driving their Baws frae Whins or Tee, 
There's no ae Gowffer to be ſeen, 

Nor douſſer Fowk wyling a-Jee _ 
The Byaſs Bowls on Tamſo's Green. 


Then fling on Coals, and ripe the Ribs, 
And beek the Houſe baith Butt and Ben, 
That Mutchken Stoup it hads but Dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit Hen. 


„ ORR. 
= 


(82) 


Good Claret beſt keeps out the Cauld, 
And drives away the Winter ſoon, 
It makes a Man baith gaſh and bauld, 
And heaves his Saul beyond the Moon. 


Leave to the Gods your ilka Care, 
Tf that they think us worth their While, 
They can a Rowth of Bleſſings ſpare, 
W hich will our Faſhious Fears beguile. 


For what they have a Mind todo, 
That will they do, ſhould we gang wood, 
If they command the Storms to blow, 


Then upo' Sight the Hailſtanes thud. 


But ſoon as e'er they cry, Bequiet, 
The blatt'ring Winds dare nae mair move, 
But cour into their Caves, and wait 
The high Command of ſupreme] O VE, 


Let neiſt Day come as it thinks fit, 5 
The preſent Minute's only ours, 
On Pleaſure let's imploy our Wit, 
And laugh at Fortune's feckleſs Power. 


Be ſure yedinna quat the Grip 
Ot ilka Joy when ye are young, 
Before auld Age your Vitals nip, . 
And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 


Sweet Youth's a blyth and heartſome Time, 
Then Lads and Laſſes while *tis May, 


Gae pu' the Gowan in its Prime, 


Before it wither and decay. 


Match 


— 


(83) b 
Watch the faft Minutes of Delyte, L 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the Wyte 
On you, if ſhe kepp ony Skaith, 


Haith ye're ill bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay,.. 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy Rook; 
Syne frae your Arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide her ſell in ſome dark Nook: 


Her Laugh will lead you to the Place 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tells you to your Face, 
Nineteen Nay-ſays are haft a Grant. 


b Now to her heaving Boſom cling, . 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kiſs, 
Frae her fair Finger whop a Ring, 
As Taiken of a future Bliſs, 


Theſe Benniſons, I'm very ſure, 

Are of the Gods indulgent Grant: 
Then, ſurly Carles, whiſht, ſorbear 
To plague us with your whining Cant. 


8 


— — — 


To R----H-»--B----, an ODE. 


as 


— 


Nullum Fare ſacra vite prius ſeveris arborem, 
Circa mite ſolum Tiburis & mænia Catilia. HO R. 


—_ 


»» 


— 
— 


B could theſe Fields of thine 
Bear as in Gaul the juicy Vine, 


flow 


(84) 
How ſweet the botny Grape wou'd ſhine 


On Wa's, where now 


Your Apricocks and Branches fine 


Their Branches bow? 


Since human Life is but a Blink, 
Why ſhould we its ſhort Joys link ? 
He __ live that canna link 
The Glaſs about; 
When anus with Wine, like Men we think, 
And grow mair ſtout, 


The cauldrife Carles clog'd wi' Care, 
Wha gathering Gear gang hyte and gare, 
If ramn'd wi' Red, they rant and rair 
Like mirthfu' Men g 
I; ſoothly ſhaws them they can ſpare 
ARowthto ſpend, 


What Soger when with Wine he's bung 
Did e*er complain he had been dung, 
Or of his Toil, or empty Spung ? 
Na, o'er his Glaſs, 
Nought but braw Deeds employ his Tongue, 
Or ſome {ſweet Laſs 


Yet Trouth, 'tis proper we ſhould ſtint 
Our ſells to a freſh mod'rate Pint; 
Why ſhould-we (the blyth Bleſſing) mint 
To waſte or ſpill? 
Since, aften, when our Reaſon's tint 
We may do ill. 


Let's ſet theſe Hair-brain'd Fowk in View, 
That when they're ſtupid, mad and fow, 
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Do brutal Deeds, which aft they rue 
For a' their Days, 


Which frequently prove very few 
To ſuch as theſe. 


Then let us grip our Bliſs mair ſicker, 
And tape our Heel, and ſprightly Liquor, 
Which ſober tane makes Wit the quicker, 
And Senſe mair k 


While graver Heads that's muc kle thicker 
Grane wi' the Spleen, . 


May ne'er ſuch wicked Fumes ariſe 
In me, ſhall break a' ſacred Ties, 


And gar me like a Fool deſpiſe 
With Stifneſs rude, 


What ever my beſt Friends adviſe, 
| Tho ne&er ſae good, 


"Tis beſt then to evite the Sin 
Of bending till our Sauls gae blin; 


Leſt like our Glaſs our Breaths grow thin, 
And let Fowk peep + 


At ilka Secret hid within 
That we ſhould keep. 


gy 


K 
— 


Oer Bogie. 


"Will aua' ww? my Love, 
Twill awa? wi' her, 
Tho' a' my Kin had ſworn and ſaid. . 


3'll o'er Bogie wi' her. | 
AE 


(86) 
If Tcan get but her Conſent, 
I dinna care a Strae, 
Tho' ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wi' her I'll gae, . 
I will aua, &c. 


For now ſhe's Miſtres of my Heart, 
And wordy of my Hand, 

And well I wat we ſhanna part 
For Siller or for Land. 

Let Rakes delight to ſwear and drink, 
And Beaus admire fine Lace, 

But my Chief Pleaſure is, to blink 
On Betty's bony Face. 

1wili awa', &c. 


There a' the Beauties do combine, 
Of Colour, Treats and Air, 
The Saul that ſparkles in her Een 
Makes her a Jewel rare: 
Her flowing Wit gives ſhining Life 
To a' her other Charms; 
How bleſt I'llbe, when ſhe's my Wife, 
And lockt up in my Arms? 
Twill awa', &c. 


There blythly willI rant and ſing, 
While o'er her Sweets I range, 

Pll cry, Your humble Servant, King, 
Shamefa' them that wad change 

A Kiſs of Betty, and a Smile; 
Abeitye wad lay down 

The Right ye hae to Britain's Iſle, 
And offer me ye'r Crown, 

A will awa*, KC, 


O 


(870) 


O'er the Moor to MAG Gx, 


ND Tl o'er the Moor to Maggy, 
Her Wit and Sweetneſs call me; . 
Then to my Fair I'll ſhow my Mind, 
Whatever may befal me, 
If ſhe love Mirth, I'll learn to ſing; 
Orlikes the Nine to follow, 
I'll lay my Lugs in Pindus Spring, 
And inyocate Apollo. 


If ſhe admire a martial Mind, 
I'll ſneathe my Limbs in Armour? * 
It to the ſofter Dance inclin'd, 
With gayeſt Airs Ill charm her 2 
If ſhe love Grandeur, Day and Night 
I'll plot my Nation's Glory, 
Find Favour in my Prince's ſight, 
And ſhine in future Story. 


Beauty can Wonders work with eaſe, 
Where Wit is correſponding ; 

And braveſt Men know beſt to pleaſe, - 
With Complaiſance abounding. 

My bony Maggy's Love can turn 
Me to what Shape ſhe pleaſes, 

It in her Breaſt that Flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my Boſem blazes. 


Polwart 


* — p — — — — — — 
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Polwart on the GREEN. 


A” Polwart on the Green 

If you'll meet me the Morn, 

Where Laſſes do convene 

To dance about the Thorn, 

A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 

A Lover and a Lad compleat, 


The Lad and Lover you. 


Let dorty Dames ſay Na, 
As lang as e' er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the Sna', 
While inwardly they bleez; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my Mind. 
And yield my Heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the Captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the Green, 

Amang the new-mawn Hay, 

With Sangs and Dancing keen 

We'll paſs the heartſome Day, 

At Night, if Beds be o'er thrang laid, 
And thou betwin'd of thine, 


Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, 


To takea Part of mine, . 


— — kk. 
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John Hay's bony Laſſe. 


Y ſmooth winding Tay a Swain was reclining, 
Aft cry*d he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining 
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(89) 
My fell thus away, and darna diſcoyer 
To my bony Hay that I am her Lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxes ſtranger , 
If ſhe's not my Bride, my Days ars nae langer : 


Then I'll take a Heart, and try at a Venture, 


May be, e'er we part, my Vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the Spring, and ſweet as Aurora, 

When Birds mount and ſing, bidding Day a Good- = 
morroy : | : 

The Sward of the Mede, enamel'd with Daiſies, 

Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her Graces, 


! & 

But if ſhe appear where Verdures invite her, 

The Fountains run clear, and Flowers ſmell the {weet- 
er: 

Tis Heaven to be by, when her Wit is a flowing, 

Her Smiles and bright Eye ſet my Spirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded ; 
Struck dumb with Amaze, my Mind is confounded z 
I'm all in a Fire, dear Maid to careſs ye, 

Fora' my Defire is Hay's bony Laſſie. 


9 


Katharine Opie. 


8 walking forth to view the Plain, 
Upona Morning early, 
While May's ſweet Scent did cheer my Brain, 
From Flowers which grow ſo rarely : 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, 
She ſhin'd tho? it was fogie ; 
I ask'd her Name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My Name is Katharine Ogie. F 


1 
— 
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.B 
* * a 
(90) 4 
8 


I ſtood a while, and did admire, 5 
To ſee a Nymph ſo ſtately; 5 
So brisk an Air there did appear 4 


In a Country-Maid fo neatly: 
Such natural Swectneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a Lillie in a Bogie ; 
Diana's ſelt was ne'er array'd, 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou Flower of Females, Beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure mult prize thee ; 
Tho' thou art dreſt in Robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot difguiſe thee: 
Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look, 
Far excels any clowniſh Rogie 
Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O werelI but ſome Shepherd-Swain! 
To feed my Flock beſide thee, 

At boughting-time to leave the Plain, 
In milking to abide thee 

I'd think my ſelf a happier Man, 
With Kate, my Club, and Dogie, 

Than he that hugs his Thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


Then Id deſpiſe th? Imperial Throne, 
And Stateſmens dangerous Stations: 
I'd be no King, I'd wear no Crown, 
I'd ſmile at Conquering Nations; 
Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 
This Laſs, of whom I'm yogie ; 
For theſe are Toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogte, 


5 
4 
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But I fear the Gods have not decreed: 
For me ſo fine a Creature, 
Whoſe Beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other Works in Nature, 
Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie : 
Pity my Caſe ye Powers above, | 
Elſe I die for Katharine Ogie. «. 


Aun thou were my ain Thing. 


F Race divine thou needs mult be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 
For Heaven's ſake, Oh! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee, ; 
Ann thou were my ain Thing, 
1would love thee,” I would love thee 
Ann thou were my ain Thing, 
How dearly would Ilox e thee ! 


The Gods one Thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave; 
O! for their ſake, ſupport a Slave, 
W ho only lives to love thee. 
Ann thcu were, &. 


To Merit Ino Claim can make, 


But thatT love, and for your ſake, _ 
What Man can name, II undertake, 
So dearly do ] lovethee, 


An thou were, Kc. 


Wy. 


4 
(92) 
My Paſhon, conſtant as the Sun, 
Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, 
Till Fates my Thread of Lite have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, Fil love thee, 
Ann thou were, & c, T X. 


8 * 


Like Bees that ſuck the Morning Dew, 
Frae Flowers of ſweeteſt Scent and Hew, 
Sac wad I dwell upo' thy Mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
Aun thou were, & e. 


Sae lang'sI had the Uſe of Light, 
I'd on thy Beauties feaſt my Sight, 
Syne in ſaft Whiſpers through the Night, 
I'd tell how much 1 loo'd thee, 
Ann thou were, &c. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean, 
She moves a Goddeſs o'er the Green: 
Were la King, thou ſhou'd be Queen, 
Nane but my ſell aboon thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


I'd graſp thee to this Breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou like Ivy, or the Vine a 
Around my ſtronger Limbs ſhou'd twins 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


Time's on the Wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining Vouth let's make our Hay, 
Since Love admits of nae Delay, 
O let nae Scorn undo thee. 
Ann thou uere, &c. 


* 
H 
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(93) 
While Love does at his Altar ſtand, 

Hae there's my Heart, g!' me thy Hand, 
And, with ilk Smile thou ſhalt command 
The Will of him, wha loyes thee, 

Ann thou were, &c. 


— — 
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There's my Thumò Lil neter beguile thee, 


M ſweeteſt May, let Love incline thee, 


| accept a Heart which he deſignsthee g 
And, as your conitant Slave regard it; 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it; 
Tis Proof a- ſhot to Birth or Money, 
But yields to what is ſweet and bony z 
Receive it then with a Kiſs and a Smile, 
There's my Thumb it will n&er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe Lips of thine are, 
Thy Boſom white, and Legs ſae fine are, 
Thatwhen in Pools I ſee thee clean em; 
They carry away my Heart between 'em. 

I wiſh, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin I hadthee on a Mountain, 

Tho' Kith and Kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee, | 
There's my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, — 


Alane through flow'ry Hows 1 dander, ; 
Tenting my Flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thow'll gae alang, Ill dawt thee gaylie, 
And gi'e my Thumb Il ne'er beguile thee, 

O my dear Laſſie, it is but Daffin 

To had thy Woer up ay niff naſſin. 

That Na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 

O ſay, Yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee, 


7 For 


For the Love of JEAN. 


TOCKY ſaid to Feary, Jeany, wilt thou do't? 
Ne'ier a fit, quo' Jeany for my Tocher good, 

For my Tocher good, Iwinna marry thee, 

E'ens ye like, quo Jonny), ye may let it be. 


I ha Gowd and Gear, Iha' Land enough, 
Iha' {cven good Owſen ganging in a Pleugh, 
Ganging in a Pleugh, and linking o'er the Lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be, 


I ha' a good Ha“ Houſe, a Barn and a Byer, 

A Stack afore the Docr, III make a rantin Fire 
Tl make a rantin Fire, aud merry (hall we be; 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


Jeany laid to Focky, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the Lad, I'll be the Laſs my ſell, 
Ye're a bony Lad, andI'ma Laſſie free, 
Ye're welcomer to take me than to let me be; 


— 


A SON G. 


To the Tune of, Peggy, Imuſt love thee: 


8 a Beech's grateful Shade, 
Young Colin lay complaining z 

Heiigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a Maid, 
Without Hopes of obtaining; 

For thus the Swain indulg'd his Grief, 
Tho' Pity cannot move thee, 

Tho' thy hard Heart gives no Relief, 
Yet Fegg) I mult love thee, 


Say, 


(97 
Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? 
If Love's a Fault, 'tis that alone, 
For which you mould excuſe him: 
"Twas thy dear {elt firſt rais d this Flame, 
This Fire by Winch languiſh; 
"Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching Anguiſh. 


For thee I leave the ſportive Plain, 
Where every Maid invites me; 

For thee, ſole Cauſe of all my Pain, 
For thee that only ſlights me: 

This Love that fires my faithful Heart 
By all but thee's commended ; 

Oh! would'ſt thou act ſo good a Part, 
My Griet migut ſoon be ended. 


That beauteous Preaſt, ſo ſoſt to feel, 
Seem'd Tenderneſs all over, 
Yet it deſends thy Heart like Steel, 
*Gainſt thy deipairing Lover. 
Alas! tho” it ſhould ne'er relent, 
Nor Colin's Care e'er move thee, 
Yettill Life's lateſt Breath is ſpent, | 
My Peggy, I muſt love thee. C. 


— — 


Genty Tibby, and ſonſy Nelly. 


To the Tune of, Tibby Fowler in the Glen, 


IBBY has a Store of Charms, 
Her genty Shape our Fancy warms, 


Ho ſtrangely can her {ma* white Arms 


Fetter the Lad wha looks but at her; 
Fare 


— wp r ” 
2. Suman —— 
4 — 


WW. 
. 2 


(96) 


Frae *er Ancle to her ſlender W aſte; 

Theſe Sweets conceal'd invite to dawt her, 
Her roſie Cheek and riſing Breaſt, 

Gar ane's Mouth guſh bowt fou' of Water. 


Nelly's gawſy, ſaft and gay, 
Freſh as the lucken Flowers in May, 
Ilk ane that ſees her cries Ah hey! 
She's bonny, Ol wonder at her! 
The Dimples of her Chin and Cheek, 
And Limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her, 
Her Lips ſae ſweet, and Skin ſae ſleek, 
Gar mony Mouths beſide mine water. 


Now ſtrike my Finger in a Bore, 
My Wyſon with the Maiden ſhore, 
Gin J can tell whilk I am for, 
When theſe twa Stars appear the gither, 
O Love! Why doſt thou gre thy Fires 
Sae large? While we're oblig'd to neither 
Our ſpacious Sauls immenſe Deſires, 
And ay be in a hankerin Swither. 


Tibby*'s Shape and Airs are fine, 
And Nelly's Beauties are divine; 
But ſince they can na baith be mine, 
Ye Gods give Ear to my Petition ; 
Provide a good Lad for the tane, 
But let it be with this Proviſion, 
I get the other to my lane, 
In Proſpect plano and Fruition, 
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Up in the Air. 


Ne. the Sun's gane out o' Sight, 
Beet the Ingle, and ſnuff the Light? 
In Glens the Fairies skip and dance, 
And Witches wallop o'er to France. 
Up in the Air 
On my bonny grey Mare, 
And I ſee her yet, and I ſee her yet. 
Up in, &c. 
The Wind's drifting Hail and Sna, 
O'er frozen Hags, like a Foot-ba'; 
Nae Starns keek through the Azure Slitz 
"Tis cauld, and mirk as ony Pit. 
5 The Man i' the Moon 
| s carouling aboon ; 
D' ye ſee, d'ye ſee, d'ye ſee him yet ? 
The Man, &c. 


Take your Glaſs to clear your Een, 
»Tis the Elixir heals the Spleen , 
Baith Wit and Mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the Lovers Fire. 
Upinthe Air, 
It drives away Care; 
Ha'e wi' ye, ha'e wi' ye, and ha'e wi' ye, Lads, yet, 
Up in, &C. 


Steek the Doors, keep out the Froſt 


4 Come, Wille, gi's about ye'er Toſt; 


Til't, Lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome Bout. 
Up wi'd there, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair: 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, Lads, yet. 
Up wit, &c. 
E fy 
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gar rub her o'er wi? Strae: 


2 IN ye meet a bonny Laſſie, 
| Gre her a Kiſs, an let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty Huſſey, 

Fye gar rub her o'er wi' Strae. 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of i ka Joy when you are young, 
Before auld Age y ur Vitals nip, 
And lay you ta ſald o'er a Kung. 


S;yect Youths a blyth and heartſome Time; 
Then, Lads and Laſſes, while 'tis May, 
Gae pu' the Gowan in its Prime, 
fore it wither and decay. 


Watch the ſaft Minutes of Delyte, 

When Fenn) ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the W yte 

On you, If ſhe kepp ony Skaith, 


Faith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'!ll worry me, ye greedy Rook; 

Syne frae your Arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook, 


Her Laughwill lead you to the Place, 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 

And plain'y tell you to your Face, 
Nineteen Nay-ſaysare haff a Grant, 


Now to her heaving Poſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kiſs: 
Frae her fair Finger whoop a Ring, 

As Taikenof a future Bliſs, 


Thiele 
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Theſe Benniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant: 


Then ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whinning Cant, 


mn — —_— 4 


1 


PAT IE and PEGGY. 


AT IE. | 
B* the delicious Warmneſs of thy Mouth, 
And rowing Eye, which ſmiling tells the Truth, 
I gueſs, my Laſſie, that as well as], 
You're made for Love, and why ſhould ye deny? 
PEGGY, 
But ken ye, Lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the Wooing's done: 
The Maiden that o'er quickly tines her Pow ps 
Like unripe Fruit, will taſte but hard and ſowr. 
But when they hing o'er-lang upon the Tree, 
Their Sweetneſs they may tine, and ſac may ye, 
Red cheeked you compleatly ripe appear, 
And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang haff Year, 
PE GGY. 
Then dinna pu* me; gently thus I fa” ? 
Into my Patie's Arms for good and a': 
But ſtint your Wiſhes to this frank Embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the Grace. 
PATIE. 
O charming Armsfu'! Hence, ye Cares, away, 
T1 kiſs my Treaſure a' the live lang day; 
A' Night I'll dream my Kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that Day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 
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Sun, gallop down the Weſtlin Skies, 
Gang ſoon to Bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh your Steeds, poſt Time away, 
And haſte about our Bridal Day: 
And if youre weary'd, honeſi Light, 
Sleep gin ye like a Week that Night, 


The Mill, Mill---O. 


Eneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid, 
Was ſleeping ſound and ſtill--O; 

A lowan wi! Love, my Fancy did roye | 
Around her with good Will--O: 
Her Boſom I preſt ; but ſunk in her Reſt, [ 
She ſtir'dna my Joy to ſpill--O; f | 
W hile kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, i 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill---O, 


Oblig'd by Command in Flanders to land, 
T' employ my Courage and Skill---O, | 
Frae'er quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt Sails and awa, | 
For Wind blew fair on the Bill---O, Soy 
Twa Years brought me hame, where loud fraiſingFame 
Tald me with a Voice right ſhill---O, 
My Laſs like a Fool had mounted the Stool, | 
Nor kend wha had done her the IIl- O. 


Mair fond ot her Charms, with my Son in her Arms, 
ferly ing ſpeer'd how ſhe fell---O, 

Wi' the Tear in her Eye, quoth ſhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell. O. 


Love 
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Love gave the Command, I took her by the Hand, 
And bad her a' Fears expel---O, 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the Man 

Wha had done her the Deed my ſell---O, 


My bonny ſweet Laſs on the gowany Graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling- Hill.—O, 

It I did Offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before [ leave Peggy's Mill- O. 

o the Mill, Mill--O, andthe Kill, Kill--O, 
And the cogging of the Wheel--O; | 

The Sack and the Sieve, a' that ye maun leave, 
And round with a Sodger-reel--O, 


— — 


* 


CoLIN and GRIsY parting. —_ 


To the Tune of, IWoe's my Heart that we ſhould ſunder, 


ITH broken Words, and down-caſt Eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his Paſſion tender; 
And, parting with his Griſy, crys, 
Ah! woe's my Heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


To others I am cold as Snow, 

But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder : 
From thee with Pain I'm forc'd to go; 

It breaks my Heart that we ſhould ſunder, 


Chain'dto thy Charms, I cannot range, 
No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder, 


Not Time nor Place [hall eyer change 
My Vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder, | 
5 E 3 The 
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The Image of thy graceful Air, 

And Beauties which invite our Wonder, 
Thy lively Wit, and Prudence rare, 

Shall ſtill be preſent, tho' we ſundet. 


Dear Nymph, believe thy Swain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a Heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a Promile witha Kiſs, 
Always to love me, tho' we ſunder. 


ve Gods, take care of my dear Laſs, 

That as leave her I may find her: 
When that bleſt Time ſhall come to paſs, 
\ Ve'll meet again, and never ſunder. 


The Gaberlunzie-Man. 


TE pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee, 
Wi' many good E'ens and Days to me, 
Saying, Goodwife, for your Courteſie, 
Will ye lodge a filly poor Man? 
The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he fat; 
My Daughter's Shoulders he 'gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and ſang, 


O wow! quo' he, were Jas free, 
As firſt when I ſaw this Country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be / 
And 1 wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain; 
But little did her auld Mihny ken 
What thir ſlee twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſae thrang, 


And 
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An O! quo' he, ann ye were as black, 
As e'er the Crown of my Dady's Hat, 
Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, 

And awa' wi? me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O! quoth ſhe, ann I were as white 
As e'er the Shaw lay on the Dike, 

Id clead me braw, and Lady likg, 

And awa' with thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a Plot; | 
They raiſe a wee before the Cock, | 
And wylily they ſhot the Lock, 

And faſt to the Bent are they gane, 
Up the Morn the auld Wife raiſe, 
And at her Leiſure pat on her Claiſe ; 
Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, 

To ſpeer for thy ſilly poor Man. 


She gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her Hands, ery'd, Waladay, 

For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kitts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 

I have lodg'd a leal poor Man, 


Since nathing's awa', as we can learn, 


The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, 


Gae butt the Houſe, Laſs, and waken my Bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben, 
The Seryant gade where the Daughter lay, 
The Sheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her Goodwife can ſay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-man. 
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O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 


And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 


For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 
The wearifu' Gaberlunzie- man. 
Some rade upo' Horſe, ſome ran a fit, 
The Wife was wood, and out o' her Wit; 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe lit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and he ban'd. 


Mean time far hind out o'er the Lee, 
Fu' ſnug in a Glen, where nane cou'd ſee, : 
The twa, with kindly Sport and Glee, 

Cut frae a new Cheeſe a Whang: 
The Priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her for ay, he ga'e her his Aith, 
Quo! ſhe, To leave thee I will be laith, 

My winſome Gaberlunzie- man. 


O kend my Minny I were wi' you, 
Iifardly wad ſhe crook her Mou, 
Sic a poor Man ſhe'd neyer trow, 

After the Gaberlunzie-man, 
My Dear, quo? he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And ha' na learn'd the Beggars Tongue, 
To follow me frae Town to Town, 

And carry the Gaberlunzie on, 


Wi' Cauk and Keel I'll win your Bread, 
And Spindles and Whorles for them wha need, 


Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 


To carry the Gaberlunzie—O, 
I'll bow my Leg, and crook my Knee, 
And draw a black Clout o'er my Eye, 
A Ciipple or Blind they will ca* me, 
While we [hall be merry and ling, I, 


(to) 
The CORDIAL. 


To the Tune of, There ſhall our Goodman ly, 


1 1 \ 
W HERE wad bonny Anne ly ? 


Alane nae mair ye maun ly? 


Wad ye a Goodman try? - 
1 Is that the Thing ye're laking? 
| SHE, 
Can a Laſs ſae young as I, 
Venture on the Bridal Tie, 
Syne down with a Goodman ly? 
I'm flee'd he keep me wauking. 
HE, 
Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me your Goodman, I 
| Shanna hinder you to ly, 
And ſleep till ye be weary, 
SHE. 
What if 1 ſhoud wauking ly, 
When the Hoboys are gawn by, 
Will ye tent me when I cry, 
My dear, I'm faint and iry? 
H E. 
In my Boſom thou ſhall ly, 
When thou waukrife art or dry, 
Healthy Cordial ſtanding by, 
Shall preſently reviye thee, 
S H E, 
To your WillI then comply, 
| Join us, Prieſt, and let me try 
I How I'llwi' a Goodman ly, 
_ Whacana Cordial give me. 
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Ew-Bughts MARIO N. 


I LL ye go to the Ew-bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the Sheep wi' me; 
Tune Sun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee. 
O Marion's a bonny Lals, 
And the Blyth blinks in her Eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 


"There's Gowd in your Garters, Marion, 
And Silk on your white Hauſe-bane ; 
Fu' tain wad I kiſs my Marion 
At E'en when I come hame. 
There's braw Lads in Earnſlaw, Marion, 
Wha gape, and glowr with their Eye, 
At Kirk when they ſee my Marion, 
But nane of them lo'es like me. 


I've nine Milk-ews, my Marion, 
A Cow and a brawny Quey, 
I'll ge them a' to my Marion, 
Juſt on her Bridal Day; 
And ye's get a green Sey Apron, 
And W aſtcoat of the London brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
When e'er ye gang to the Toyyn, 


I'm young and ſtout, my Marion; 
Nane danceslike me on the Green 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
I'll e'en gae draw up wi Fear, 
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Sae put on your Pearlins, Marion, 
And Kyrtle of the Cramaſie; 


And ſoon as my Chin has nae Hair on; 
I ſhall come Weſt, and ſee ye, 


The Blythſome Bridal. 


J let us a' to the Bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 

For Yocky's to be married to Maggie, 
The Laſs wi' the Gowden Hair, 

And there will be Lang-kailand Pottage, 
And Bannocks of Barley meal 

And there will be good ſawt Herring, 
To reliſha Cog of good Ale, 

Fy let us a to the Bridal, &c, 


And there will be Saney the Sutor; 
And Vi wi' the meikle Mou: 
And there will be Tam the Blutter, 
With Azdrew the Tinkler, I trow; 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Karie's Goodman; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Doobie, 
And Lawrie the Laird of the Land. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be Sow libber Patie, 
And plucky-tac'd Mat i' the Mill, 

Capper-nos'd Fr ancie and Gibbie, 
That wins in the How of the Hill; 
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And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 

Wha in with black Beſſy did mool, 
WV ith ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 

The Laſs that ſtands aft on the Stool. 
Fy let us, & c. 


And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him gray Breeks to his Arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 

Great Mercy it happen'd nae warſe: 
And there will gleed Geordy Janners, 

And XKirſh with the Lilly-white Leg, 
Wha gade to the South for Manners, 

And bang'd up her Wame in Mons-meg. 
Fy let us, & c. 


And there will be Juden Mc. laturie, 
And blinking daft Barbara Mc. leg, 


wr Flae-lugged ſharny-fac'd Lawrie, 


And ſhangy mou'd haluket Meg. 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nanſy, 
And fairy-tac'd Flowrie by Name; 

Muck Madie, and fat hippit Griſy, 
The Laſs wi' the Gowden Wame. 
Fy let us, &Cc, ; 


And there will be Girn-again-Gibbje, 
With his glakit Wife Jenny Bell, 
And Miſle-ſhin'd Mango Mc. apie, 
The Lad that was Skipper himſel. 
There Lads and Laſſes in Pearlings 
Will feaſt in the Heart of the Ha', 
On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carlings, 
That ar e baith ſodden and rawy 
Fy let us, & c. 
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0 And there will be Fadges and Brachen, 
' With Fouth of good Gabbocks of Skate, 
| Powſowdy, and Drammock, and Crowdy, 
| And caller Nowt-feet in a Plate, 
And there will be Partans and Buckies, 
And Whytens and Speldens enew, 
With ſinged Sheep-heads, and a Haggies, 
And Scadlips to ſuptill ye ſpew. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be lapper'd Milk Kebbucks, 
And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, 

: With Swats, and well ſcraped Paunches, 

4 And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps: 

F And there will be Meal-kail and Caſtockssz 

; With Skink to ſup till ye rive; 

I And Roaſts to roaſt on a Brander, 
Of Flowksthat were taken alive. 

Fy let us, &c. 


Scrapt Haddocks, Wilks, Dulſe and Tanglg,. 
i And a Mill of good Sniſhing to prie ; 
| When weary with eating and drinking, 
| We'll riſe up and dance till we die, 
Then fy let us a' to the Bridal, 
For there will be lilting there, 
For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 
The Laſs wi' the Gowden Hair. e 


The Highland Laddie. 


T HE Lawland Lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and gawdy ! 

How much unlike that gracefu' Mein, 
Had manly Looks of my Highland Laddie 2 9 
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O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 
My handſome charming Highland Laddie; 


May Heaven ſtill guard, and Love reward 
Our Lawland Laſs and her Highland Laddie. 


If I were free at Will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 
I'd take young Donald without Trews, 
With Bonnet blue, and belted Plaidy. 
O my bonn), &c. 


The braweſt Beau in Borrows-town, 
In a' his Airs, with Art made ready, 

Compar'd to him, he's but a Clown ; 
He's finer far in's Tartan Plaidy. 

O my bonn), &c. 


O' er benty Hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady: 
Frae Winter's Cauld, and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy, 
© my bonny, &c. 


A painted Room, and ſilken Bed, 

May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady; 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad 

Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c. 


Few Compliments between us paſs, 
I ca* him my dear Highland Laddie, 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy. 
O my bonny, & c. 
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Nae greater Joy I ll e'er pretend, 
Than that his Love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 


While Heaven preſeryes my Highland Laddie, 
O my bonny, &c. 
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ALLAN-WATER; 
Or, My Love Annie's very bonny, 


HAT Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat? 
What Verſe be found to praiſe my Annie þ 

On her ten thouſand Graces wait, | 

Each Swain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firlt ſhe trode the happy Plain, 

She ſet each youthful Heart oa Fire; 
Each Nymph does to her Swain Complain, 

That Annie kindles new Deſire. 


This lovely Darling deareſt Care, 

This new Delight, this charming Annie. 
Like Summer's Dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant Breezes fan ye. 

All Day the am'rous Youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play betore her , 
All Night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 
In bliſsful Dreams they till adore her. 


Among the Crowd Amyntor came, 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Anne ; 
His riſing Sighs expreſs his Flame, 

His Words were few, his Wiſhes many. 
With Smiles the lovely Maid reply'd, 

Kind Shepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye? 
Alas! your Love mult be deny'd, 

This deſtin'd Breaſt can ne'er relieye ye. 


Young 
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Young Damon came with Cupid's Art, 

His Wyles, his Smiles, his Charms beguilings 
He ftole away my Virgin Heart; 

Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 


Some brighter Beauty you may find, 


On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many ; 


Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin'd, 


And leave to Damon his owntd4nnie, 


The Collier's bonny Laſſie. 


5 © HE Collier has a Daughter, 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 
A Laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in Lands and Money: 
The Tutors watch'd the Motion 
Ot this young honeſt Lover; 


But Love is like the Ocean; 


W ha can its Depth diſcoyer ! 


He had the Art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected; 

His Airs ſat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 

The Collier's bonny Laſſie, 
Fair as the newy-blowu Lillie, 

Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the Heart of Willy. 


He lov'd beyond Expreſſion 


The Charms that were about her, 
And panted for Poſſeſſion, 
His Life was dull without her; 
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After mature reſolving, 
Cloſe to his Breaſt he held her, 


In ſafeſt Flames diſſolving, 
He tenderly thus tell'd her; 


My bonny Collier's Daughter, 
Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, 
Tis no your ſcanty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
For I have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love ſays, 'tis my Duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me, 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. 


— 8 — 


Where HE LEN lies, 
To 


in Mourning, 


H! why thoſe Tears in Nelly's Eyes ? 
To hear thy tender Signs and Cries, 

The Gods ſtand liſt' ning from the Skies, 

Pleas'd with thy Piety, 
To mourn the Dead, dear Nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a Care, 
Who views thee as an Angel fair, 

Or ſome Divinity, 


O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 

And cool this Fever of my Mind, 

Caus'd by the Boy ſevere and blind; 
Wounded I ſigh for thee; 

While hardly dare I hope to riſe 

To ſuch a Height by Hymen's Ties, 

Tolay me down where Helen lies, 
Aud with thy Charms be free, 


Then 


E 

Then muſt I hide my Love, and die; 
When ſuch a ſovereign Cure is by? 
No; ſhe can love, and Il go try, 

Whate'er my Fate may be; 
Which ſoon I'll read in her bright Eyes, 
With thoſe dear Agents I'll adviſe, 
They tell the Truth when Tongues tell Lyes, 

The leaſt beliey'd by me, 


SO N G, 


To the Tune of, Gallowſh;els, 
H the Shepherd's mourntul Fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languiſh- 
To bear the ſcornful Fair-one's Hate, > 
Nor dare diſcloſe his Anguiſh, 
Yet eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 
My ſecret Soul diſcover, 
While Rapture trembling thro' mine Eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her, 
The tender Glance, the redning Cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing Bluſhes, 
A thouſand various Ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various Wiſhes, 


For oh ! that Form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid Eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs Bluſh, and modeſt Air, 
So fatally beguiling. 
Thy every Look, and every Grace, 
So charm whene'er I yiew thee; 
Till Death o'ertake me in the Chace, 
Still will my Hopes purſue thee. 
Then wi hen my tedious Hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt Bleſſing given, 
Low at thy Feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in ſight of Heaven. 
4 To 
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To CLARIND 4, 
430 N 8, 


To the Tune of, I wiſh my Love were in a Mire, 


LEST as th' immortal Gods is he, 

The Youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 

Softly (peak and ſweetly ſmile, & e. 

So ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaſtern Maid, 
Like thine, Seraphick were her Charms, 
That in Circaſia's Vineyards ſtray'd, 

And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arms. 


A thouſand Fair of high Deſert, 

Strave to enchant the amorous King; 

But the Circaſian gain'd his Heart, 

And taught the Royal Bard to ſing. 
Clarinda thus our Sang in{pires, 

And claims the ſmooth and higheſt Lays, 
But while each Charm our Boſom fires, 
Words ſeem too few to {ound her Praiſe, 


Her Mind in ev'ry Grace complete, 
To paint ſurpaſſes human Skill: 

Her Majeſty, mixt with the Sweet, 
Let Seraphs ſing her it they will. 
Whilſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd Eye, 


Wo all that's perfect in her view, 


Viewing a Siſter of the Sky, 
Lo whom an Adoration's due, 
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A SONG, 


To the Tune of, Lochaber no more. 


ARE WEL to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony Day been; 
For Lochaber no more, . Lochaber no more, 
We'll maybe return to Lochaber no more, 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my Dear, 
And no for the Dangers attending on Weir, 
Thu? bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 
Maybe to return to Lochaber no more, 


Tho' Harrycanes riſe, and riſe ey'ry Wind, 
They'll ne'er make a Tempeſt like that in my Mind, 
Tho*' loudeſt of Thunder on lowder Waves roar, 
That's naithing hke leaving my Love on the Shore, 
To leave thee behind me, my Heart is fair pain'd; 
By Eaſe that's inglorious, no Fame can be gain'd ; 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, 


And I muſt deſerye it before I can crave. 


Then Glory my Jeany maun plead my Excuſe, 
Since Honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can bave Merit for thee, 

And without thy Favour 1'd better not be ? 

Igae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a Heart to thee with Love running o'er, 
And then I'l leave thee and Lochaber no more: 
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The auld Goodman. 


ATE inanEvening forth I went, 
A little before the Sun gade down, 

And there | chanc'd, by Accident, 

To light on a Battle new begun. 
A Man and his Wife was fawn in a Strife, 

I canna well tell ye how it began; 
But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched Life, 

And cry'd ever alake, my auld Goodman: 

H E. 

Thy auld Goodman that thou tells of, 

The Country kens where he was born, 
Was but a ſilly poor Vagabond, 

And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn, 
For he did ſpend, and make an End 

Of Gear that his Forefathers wan, 
He gart the Poor ſtand frae the Door, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld Goodman: 

S H R. 

My Heart alake, is liken to break, 

WhenlT think on my winſome John, 
His blinkan Eye, and Gate ſa free, 

Was naithing like thee, thou doſend Drone; 
His roſie Face and flaxen Hair, 

And a Skin as white as ony Swan, 
Was large and tall, and comely with all, 


And thou'lt never be like my auld Goodman. 


H E. 
Why doſt thou pleen? I thee maintain; 
For Meal and Mawt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild Bees I canna pleaſe, 
Now when our Gear gins to grow ſcant, 


Ot 


C118 5 
Of Houſhold-Suft thou haſt enough, 
Thou wants for neither Pot nor Pan; 
Of ſicklike Ware he left thee bare, | 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld Goodman. be 
| SH F. 
YesI may tell, and fret my ſell, 
To think on theſe blyth Days I had, 
When he and I togither lay 
In Arms into a well made Bed. 
But now I ſigh, and may be ſad, 
Tiny Courage is cauld, thy Colour wan, 
Thou falds thy Feet, and fa's aſleep, 
And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld Goodman: 


4 Then coming was the Night ſae dark, 
| And gane was a' the Light of Day; 
The Carle was fear'd to miſs his Mark, 
And therefore wad nae lange (tay, 
Then up he gat, and he ran his Way; 
| I trow the Wife the Day ſhe wan, 
And ay the O'erword of the Fray 
Was ever, Alake my auld Goodman. Z. 
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SONG, 


To the Tune of, Valiant Jo C Rx. 


ſ 
On a beautiſul but very young Lady. 


15 E AUT M from Fancy takes its Arms, 

43 And ev'ry common Face ſome Breaſt may move, 

„ Some in a Look, a Shape, or Air, find Charms, 

1 To juſtify their Choice, or boaſt their Love. 1 
| ut 
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But had the great Apelles ſeen that Face, 
When he che Cyprian Goddeſs drew. 
He had neglected all the Female Race, 
UH Thrown his firſt Venus by, and copied you. 
* 4 In that Deſign, 
Great Nature would combine 
To fix the Standard of her ſacred Coin; 
The charming Figure had enhanc'd his Fame, 
And Shrines been rais'd to Serap/hina's Name, 
II. 
But ſince no Painter e'er could take 
1 That Face, which baffles all his curious Art; 
And he that ſtrives the bold Attempt to make, 
As well might paint the Secrets of the Heart: 
O happy Glaſs,1'Il thee prefer, 
Content to be like thee inanimate, 
Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better Life and Motion would create; 
Her Eyes would inſpire, 
And like Prometheus Fire, 
At once inform the Piece, and give Deſire; 
The charming Phantom | would graſp, and flie 
: O'er all the Orb, cough in that Moment die. 
N III. 
Let meaner Beauties fear the Day, 
' W hoſe Charms are fading, and ſubmit to Time; 


— 


The Graces which from them it ſteals away, 
t It with a laviſh Hand ſtill adds to thine, 
N The God of Love in Ambukh lies, 
And with his Arms ſurrounds the Fair, 
He points his conquering Arrows in theſe Eyes, 
Then hangs a ſharpned Dart at every Hair, | 
As with fatal Skill, \ 
Turn which Way you will, 
Like Eden's flaming Sword each Way you kill; 
So ripening Years improve rich Nature's Store, 
And give Perfection to the Golden Ore, P. 
Laſs 
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Laſs with a Lump of Land, 


. I'E mea Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
And we for Life ſhall gang thegither, 
Tho? daft or wiſe I'll never demand, 
Or black or fair, it makſna whether. 
I'm aff with Wit, and Beauty will fade, 
And Blood alane is no worth a Shilling; 
But ſhe that's rich, her Market's made, 
For ilka Charm about her is killing. 


Gi'e mea Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
And in my Boſom I'll hug my Treaſure, 
Gin I had anes her Gear in my Hand, 


Shou'd Love turn dowf, it will find Pleaſure; 


Laugh on wha likes, but there's my Hand, 


I hate with Poortith, tho* bonny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring Caſh, ora Lump of Land, 
They'ſe never get me to dance to their Fiddle. 


There's meikle good Love in Bands and Bags, 
And Siller and Gowd's a ſweet Complexion 


But Beauty, and Wit, and Virtue in Rags, 
Have tint the Art of gaining Affection. 
Love tips his Arrows with Woods and Parks, 


And Caſtles, and Riggs, and Moors, and Meadows; 


And naithing can catch our modren Sparks, 


But well tocher'd Laſles or joynter'd Widows, 
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5 HE Shepherd Adonis 
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The Shepherd Adonis: 


Being weary'd with Sport, 


He for a Retirement 

To the Woods did reſort; 
He threw by his Club, 

And he laid himſelf down; 
Heenvy'd no Monarch, 

Nor wiſh'd for a Crown 


II. 

He drank of the Burn, 

And he ate frae the Tree, 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, 

And frae Trouble was frees 
He wiſh'd for no Nymph, 

Tho' never ſae fair, 
Had nae Love or Ambition, 

And therefore no Care, 


III. 


But as he lay thus 
In an Ev'ning ſae clear, 
A heavenly ſweet Voice 
Sounded ſaft in his Ear; 
Which came frae a thady 
Green neighbouring Grove, 
Where bony Am uta 
Sat ſinging of Love. 
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IV. 
Ne wander'd that way, 


And found wha was there, 
He was quite confounded 

To lee her ſae fair: 
He ſtood like a Statue, 

Not a Foot cou'd he move, 
Nor knew he what griey'd him; 
But he fear'd it was Love. 


V. 
The Nymph ſhe beheld him 
With a kind modeſt Grace, 
Sceing ſomething that pleaſed her 
Appear in his Face, 
With bluſhing a little 
She to him did ſay, 
O Shepherd! what want ye, 
How came you this Way ? 


Ti 

His Spirits reviving, 

He to her reply'd, 
I was ne'er ſae ſurpris'd 

At the Sight of a Maid. 
UntilI beheld thee 

From Love I was free, 
But now I'm rane Captive, 

My faireſt, by thee. 
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The ComMPLAINT;. 


16 . . . 
To the Tune of, When abſent, &c. 


HEN abſent from the Nymph love, 
I'd fain ſhake off the Chains | wear z 
But whilſt I ſtrive theſe to remove, 
More Fetters I'm oblig'd to bear, 
My captiv'd fancy Day and Night 
Fairer and fairer repreſents 
Belinda form'd for dear Delight, 
But cruel Cauſe of my Complaints. 


All Day I wander through the Groves, 
And ſighing hear from ey'ry Tree 

The happy Birds chirping their Loves, 
Happy compar'd with lonely me, 

When gentle Sleep with balmy Wings 
To Keſt fans ey'ry weary'd Wight, 

A thouſand Fears my Fancy brings, 
That keep me watching all the Night, 


Sleeps flies, while like the Goddeſs fair, 
And all the Graces in her Train, 

With melting Smiles and killing Air 
Appears the Cauſe of ail my Pain. 

A while my Mind delighted flies, 
O'er all her Sweets with thirling Toy, 

Whilſt want of Worth makes Doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling Hopes deſtroy, 


Thus while my Thoughts are fix'd on her, 
Tin all o'er Tranſport and Deſire : 
My Pulſe beats high, my Cheeks appear 
Ail Roles, and mine Eyesall Fire, 
F'3 When 
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When to my ſelf I turn my View, 
My Veins grow chill, my Cheeks look wan: 
Thus whilſt my Fears my Pains renew, 1 
I ſcarcely look or move a Man. f 


—— a * 


The young Laſs contra auld Man. 


HE Carle he came o'er the Croft, 
And his Beard new ſhaven, 
He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
The Carle trows that I wad hae him. 
flowt away I winna bac him! 
Na forſooth 1 winna hae him! 
For a' lus Beard new ſhayen, 
Ne'era Bit will I hae him. 


A iiller Broach he gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my Curchea nooked, 
i wor'd a wi upon my Breaſt; 
Bu: ſoon alake! the Tongue o't crooked 
And ſae may his, 1 winaa hae him A 
Na forſooth I winna hae him! 
An twice a Bairn's, a Laſs's Jeſt; 
das ony Fool for me may hae him, 


The Carle has nae Fault but ane; 
For he has Land and Dollars plenty; 
Put waes me for him! Skin and Bane 
Is no for a plump Laſs of twenty. 
Hot awa, I winna hae him, | 
Nay fortooth, I winna hae him, 
What ſignifies his dirty Riggs, 
And Ca n without a Man with them. 


Buz 
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But ſhou'd my«canker'd Dady gar 
Me take him *gainſt my Inclination, 
I warn the Fumbler to beware, 
That Antlers dinna claim their Station, 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him! 
I'm flee'd to crack the haly Band, 
Sae Lawty ſays, I ſhou'd na hae him. 


VIRTUE and WIT. 
The Preſervatives of Love and Beauty, 


To the Tune of, Gill;krarnky; 


H E. 
8 NF ESS thy Love, fair bluſhing Maig. 
For ſince thine Eye's conſenting, 

Thy ſafter Thoughts are a' betray'd, 

And Nayſays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppoſe thy Mind, 

With Words thy Wiſh denying? 
Since Nature made thee to be kind, 

Reaſon allows complying. 


Nature and Reaſon's joint Conſent 
Make Love a ſacred Bleſſing, 
Then happily that Time is ſpent, 
That's war'd on kind Careſling + - 
Come then my Katie to my Arms, 
I'll be nae maira Rover; 
But find out Heaven in a' thy Charms, 
And prove a faithful Lover. 


Buz 
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SHE. 
What you defigh by Nature's Law, 
Is fleeting Inclination, 
That Willy---1hiſþ bewilds us a 
By its Infatuation, 
When that goes out, Careſſes tire, 
And Love's nae mair in Seaſon, 
Syne weakly we blaw up the Fire, 
With all our boaſted Reaſon, 
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H E. 
f The Beauties of inferior Caſt 
May ſtart this juſt Reflection; 
But Charms like thine maun always laſt, 
a Where Wit has the Protection. 
1 Virtue and Wit, like April Rays, 
1 Make Beauty riſe the ſweeter; 
| | The langer then on thee I gaze, 
My Love will grow completer.. 
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SONG, 


| | | To the Tune of, The happy Clown. 


I T was the charming Month of May, 
When all the Flowers were freſh and gay, 
One Morning by the break of Day, 

Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair; 
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From peaceful Slumber ſhe aroſe, 

Girt on her Mantle and her Hoſe, 

And o' er the flow'ry Mead ſhe goes, 
To breath a purer Air. 
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> HerTLooks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her Mein, 

f Her handſome Shape and Dreſs ſo clean, 

She look'd all o'er like Beauty's Queen, 
Dreſt in her beſt Array. 


The gentle Winds and purling Stream 

Eſſay d to whiſper Chloe's Name, 

The ſavage Beaſts, till then ne'er tame, 
Wild Adoration pay. 


The feather'd People one might ſer, 
Perch'd all around her on a Tree, 
With Notes of ſweeteſt Melody 


They act a chearful Part. 


The dull Slaves on the toilſome Plow, 
Their wearied Necks and knees do bow, 
A glad Subjection there they vow, 

9] To pay with all their Heart. 


The bleating Flocks that then came by, 

Soon as the charming Nymph they ſpy, 

They leave their hoarſe and rueful Cry, 
And dance around the Brooks, 


The Woods are glad, the Meadows ſmile, 
And Forth that foam'd, and roar'd e'er while, 
Glides calmly down as ſmooth as Oil, 

Thro' all its charming Crooks, 


The finny Squadrons are content, 
To leave their wat'ry Element, 

In glazie Numbers down they bent, 
a They flutter all along. 
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The Inſefts and each creeping thing, 

Join to make up the rural Ring, 

All frisk and dance, if ſhe but ſing, 
And make a jovial Throng.. 


Kind Phæbus now began to riſe, 
And paint with Red the Eaſtern Skies, 
Struck with the Glory of her Eyes, 

He ſhrinks behind a Cloud. 


Her Mantle on a Bough ſhe lays, 
And all her Glory ſhe diſplays, 
She left all Nature in Amaze, 
And skip'd into the Wood, X. 


— — — — — 
Lady Anne Bothwel's Lament. 


ALO W. my Bop, ly ſtill and ſleep, 
It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep, 
If thou'lr be ſilent, I'll be glad, 
Thy Mourning makes my Heart full ſad. 
Balow, my Boy, thy Mother's Joy, 
Thy Father bred me great Annoy, 
Balow, my Boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, 
It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep. 
IT. 
Balow, my Darling, ſleep a while, 
And when thou wak*ſt then ſweetly ſmile; 
But ſmile not as thy Father did, 


To cozen Maids, nay Ged forbid ; 
For in thine Eye, his Look I ſee, 


1 The tempting Look that ruin'd me. 
Balou, my Bgy, & c. 
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III. 
When he began to court my Love; 
And with his ſugar'd Words to move; 
His tempting Face and flatt'ring Cheat, 
In Time to me did not appear; 
But now I ſee that cruel] he, 
Cares neither for his Babe nor me. 
Balow, my Boy, &c, 
IV. 
Farewel, farewel, thou falſeſt Youth, 
That ever kiſs'd a Woman's Mouth, 
Let never any aſter me, 
Submit unto thy Courteſy, 
For, if they do, O! cruel thou 
Wilt her abuſe, and care not how; 
Balou, my Boy, &c. 
V. 
I was too cred'lous at the firſt, 
To yield thee all a Maiden durſt, 
Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 
Thy Faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy Love; 
But quick as Thought the Change is wrought, 
Thy Love's no more, thy Promiſe nought. 
Balow, my Boy, & c. 
VI, 
I wiſh I were a maid again, 
From young Men's Flattery 1'd refrain, 
For now unto my Grief I find, 
They all are perjur'd and unkind : 
Bewitching Charms bred all my Harms 
Witneſs my Babe lies in my Arms, - 
Balow, my Boy, & c. 
VII.“ 
I take my Fate from bad to worſe, 
That I muſt needs be now a Nurſe, 
E53. 
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And lull my young Son on my Lap, 
From me ſweet Orphan take the Pap. 
Balow, my Child, thy Mother mild 
Shall wail as from all Bliſs exil'd. 
Balou, my Boy, &c. 
VIII. 
Balow my Boy, weep not for me, 
Whoſe greateſt Griet's for wronging thee, 
Nor pity her deſerved Smart, 
Who can blame none but her fond Heart; 
For, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, 
With faireſt Tongues are falſeſt Minds, 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 
IX. 
Balow my Boy, thy Father's fled, 
When he the thriftleſs Son has play d, 
Of Vows and Oaths, forgettul he 
Preferr'd the Wars to thee and me. 
But now perhaps thy Curſe and mine 
Make him eat Acorns with the Swine, 
Balow, my Boy, &. 
X. 
But curſe not him, perhaps now he, 
Stung with Remorſe, is bleſſing thee: 
Perhaps at Death; for who can tell 
Whether the Judge of Heaven and Hell, 
By ſome proud Foe has ſtruck the Blow, 
And laid the dear Deceiver low. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 


XI. 
I wiſh I were into the Bounds, 
Where he lies ſmother'd in his Wounds, 
Repeating as he pants for Air, 
My Name, whom once he call'd his Fair. 
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No Woman's yet ſo fiercely ſer, 
But ſhe'll forgive, tho” not forget, | 
Balou, my Boy, &c. f 
XII. ; 
If Linen lacks, for my Love's Sake, 
Then quickly to him would I make 
My Smock once for his Body meet, | 
And wrap him in that Winding-Sheet. 
Ah me! how happy had I been, 
If he had ne'er been wrapt therein, 
| Balow, my Boy, &c. 
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XIII. 
Balow, my Boy, I'll weep for thee; 
Too ſoon, alake, thoul't weep for me : 
Thy Griefs are growing to a Sum, 
God grant thee Patience when they come; 
Born to ſuſtain thy Mother's Shame, | 
A hapleſs Fate, a Baſtard's Name, ir 
| Balow, my Boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, | 
Tt grieves me ſore to hear thee weep. X, 
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She Raiſe and Loot me in, 
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* HE Night her ſilent Sable wore, 
And gloomy were the Skies: 

Of glitt'ring Stars appear'd no more | | 
Than thoſe in Nelly's Eyes. | 

| When at her Father's Yate 1 knock'd, 

| Where I had often been, 

| She, ſhrowded only with her Smock, 

Azole and loot me in, * 


Rag 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe Embrace; . 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd : 

Her ſwelling Breaſt and glowing Face, 
And ey'ry Touch enflam'd: 

My eager Paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſoly'd the Fort to win; 

And her fond Heart was ſoon betray'd 
To yield, and let me in. 


Then, then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the Joy; 

I knew no greater Bleſſing, 
So bleſt a Man was I, 

And ſhe, all raviſn'd with Delight, 
Bid me oft come again; 

And kindly yow'd, that ey'ry Night 
She'd riſe and let me in. 


But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with Bairn; . 
And ſighing ſat and dull, 

And | that was as much concern'd, 
Look'd e'en juſt like a Fool. 

Her lovely Eyes with Tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her raſu Sin: 

She ſigh'd, and curs'd the fatal Hour,. 
That c' er ſhę loot me in. 


But who couꝰd cruelly decetye, 
Or from ſuch Beauty part? 
1 lov'd her ſo, I could not leave 
The Charmer of my Heart; 
Put wedded, and conceal'd our Crime:? 
Thus all was well again, 
And now ſhe thanks the happy Time 


— hat e' er ſhe loot me in, . 


SON G, 


” 
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$ONG; 
If Lowe's a ſweet Paſſion, 


FF Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it torment >” 

If a bitter, O tell me whence comes my ac 
Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complłin, 
Or grieve at my Fate, ſince I know 'tis in yain, . 


Yet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my Heart: 


I graſp her Hands gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love known, 
But oh! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcoyer her Love! 
When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is Beauty ? how ſweet are the Charms? 

How delightful Embraces? how peaceful her Arms? 

Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

Tis taught us on Earth, and by all things above: 

And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield, . 

For'tis Beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair Field. 
X. 
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John Ochiltree. 


ONEST Man John Ochiltree , 
1 Mine ane auld John Ochiltree, 
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Wilt thou come o'er the Moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do, 
Alake, alake! Iwont to do! 
Ohon, Ohon]! Iwont to do?! 
Now wont to do's away frae me, 
Frae ſilly auld John Ochiltree, 
Honeſt Man John Ochiltree, 
Mia ane auld John Ochiltree; 
Come anes out o'er the Moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake\ 1dow to do! 
Walaways' I dow to do! 
To whoſt and hirple o'er my Tree, 
My bonny Moor-powt is a Ima) do. 


Walaways John Ochiltree, 
For mony a Time I tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade ſae faſt by Sea and Land, 
And wadna keepa Bridle-hand; 
Thou'd tine the Beaſt, thy ſell wad die, 
My ſilly auld John Ochiltree. 
Come to my Arms my bonny thing, 
And chear me up to hear thee ſing ; 
And tell me o'er a' we hae done, 
For Thoughts maun now my Liſe ſuſtain. 


Gae thy ways John Ochiltree : 
Hae done! it has nae Sa'r wi' me, 
I'Il ſet the Beaſt in throw the Land, 
She'll may be fa' in a better Hand. 
Even ſit thou there, and think thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do ſtill. E. 


SON G, 
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S O N G, 


To the Tune of, Jenn) beguiPd the Weliſter: 


The auld Chorus. 


Up Stairs, down Stairs, 
Timber Stairs fear me. 

I'm laith to ly a' Night my lane, 
And Jonny*'s Bed ſae near ma. 


I. 
Mither dear, T'gin to fear, 
Tho' I'm baith good and bony, 
| I winna keep; for in my Sleep 
I ſtart and dream of Fohny. 
When Johny then comes down the Glen. 
To woo me, dinna hinder; 
But with Content gi' your Conſent ; 
For we twa ne'er can ſinder. 
| | II. 
Better to marry, than miſcarry; 
For Shame and Skaith's the Clink oft, 
\ To thole the Pool, to mount the Stool, 
I downa *bide to think o't; 
| Sae while "tis Time, I'll ſhun the Crime, 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 
With Hainches fau, and Een ſac blew, 
To a' the Bedrals bindging. 
III. 
Had Eppy's Apron bidden down, 
The Kirk had ne*era kend it; | 
But when the Word's gane thro” the Town, 
Alake! how can ſhe mend it. 


B33 4 VC FI rr ARTE OT Rs 


Now 


Fa 
— a. ts 


(136 ) 

Now Tam maun face the Miniſter, 

And ſhe maun mount the Pillar; 
And that's the Way that they maun gae; 

For poor Folk has nae Siller, 

IV. 

Now ha'd ye'r Tongue, my Daughter young, 

Reply'd the kindly Mither, 
Get Fohny's Hand in haly Band, 

Syne wap ye't Wealth together. 
I'm o' the Mind, if he be kind, 

Ye'll do your Part diſcreetly 
And prove a Wite, will garhis Life, 

And Barrel run right ſweetly. 


Sg: Q-*N. 8. 


To the Tune of, Mat ye wha I met Yeſtreen, & e. 


* * | 
F all the Birds, whoſe tuneful Throats 
Do welcome in the verdant Spring, 
I far prefer the Stirling's Notes, 
And think ſhe does moſt ſweetly ſing. 
Nor Traſh, nor Linnet, nor the Bird, 
Brought from the far Canary Coaſt, 
Nor can the Nightingale aftord 
Such Melody as ſhe can boaſt. 
II. 
When Phabus ſouthwards darts his Fires, 
And on our Plains he looks askance, 
The Nightingale with him retires, 
My Stirung makes my Blood to dance. 
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la ſpite of Hyem hipping Froſt, 
Whether the Day be dark or clear, 
Shall I not to her Health entoaſt, 
Who makes it Summer all the Year? 

III, 
Then by thy ſelf, my lovely Bird, 
I'll ſtroke thy Back, and kiſs thy Breaſt; 
And if you'll take my honeſt Word, 
As ſacred as before the Prieſt; 
I'll bring thee where I will deviſe 
Such various Ways to pleaſure thee, 
The Velvet-fog thou will deſpiſe, 
When on the Downy-hills with me. T.R; 
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a 5 ON 6, 


To its gn Tang: 


On Munanday at Mord, 
As through the Fields] paſt, 
To view the Winter Corn, 
looked me behind, 
And ſaw come o'er the Know, 
Ane glancing in her Apron, 


With a bonny brent Brow, 


T January laſt, 


I ſaid, Good-Morrow, fair Maid; 

And ſhe right courteouſly | 

Return'd a Beck, and kindly ſaid, 
| Good Day, ſweet Sir, to you, . 
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Iſpear'd, my Dear, how far awa 
Do ye intend to gae ? 


Quoth ſhe, I mean a Mile or twa, 
Out o'er yon broomy Brae. 


Fair Maid, I'm thankfu' to my Fate, 
To have fic Company; | 

For I am ganging ſtraight that Gate, 
Where ye intend to be. 


When we had gane a Mile or twain, 


I ſaid to her, my Dow, 
May we not lean us on this Plain, 
And kiſs your bonny Mou. 
8 H R. 
Kind Sir, ye are a wi miſtane; 
For I am nane of theſe, 


I hope ye ſome mair Breeding ken, 


Than to rufle Women's Claiſe: 
For may be I have choſen ane, 
And plighted him my Vow, 
Wha may do wi' me what he likes, 
And kiſs my bonny Mou. 
H B. 
Na, if ye are contracted, 
I hae nae mair to ſay: 
Rather than be rejected, 
Iwill gie o'er the Play; 
And chuſe anither, will reſpect 
My Love, and one me rew; 
And let me claſp her round the Neck, 
And kiſs her bonny Mou. 
S H By 
O Sir, ye are proud-hearted, 
And laith to be ſaid Nay, 
Elſe ye wad ne'er a ſtarted 
For ought that I did ſay « 


For 


(139) 
For Women in their Modeſty 
At firſt they winna bow; 
But if we like your Company, 
Weill prove as kind as you. 21 
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SON G, 


To the Tune of, 7! never leave thets 


I. | 
O® E DayT heard Mary ſay, 4 
How ſhall I leave thee? 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me. 
Alas! my fond Heart will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me, 
Lu live and die for thy Sake; 
Yet never leave thee, 
II. 
Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, 
Has Mary deceived thee ? 
Did e' er her young Heart betray 
New Love, that has griev'd thee ) 
My conſtant Mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 
Thou may believe me. 
I']llove thee, Lad, Night and Day, 
And never leaye thee, 
III. 
Adonis, my charming Youth, 
What can relieve thee ? 
Can Mary thy Anguiſh ſooth? 
This Brealt (hall receive thee. .. 


(140) 
My Paſſion ea ne'er decay, 
Never deceive thee : 
Delight ſhall drive Pain away, | 
Pleaſure revive thee, } 
IV. 
Put leave thee, leave thee, Lad, 
How ſhall1leave thee? 
O! that Thought makes me ſad, 
I'll never leave thee, 
Where would my Adonis fly 2 
Why does he grieve me? 
Alas! my poor Heart will die, . | 
If I ſhould leave thee. . G 


— 


— 
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Sleepy Body, . drowſy Body. 
: | 


CO Omnolente; 
Veſo repente, 
Vigila, vive, me range. 
Somnolente, quæſo, & e. 1 
Cum me ambiebas, 
Videri volebas 
Amoris negotiis aptus; 
Sed factus maritus, 
Es ſemiſopitus, | 
Et ſemper à ſomnio captus. 
II. 
O Neepy Body, 
And drowſy Body, 


© wiltuna waken, and turn thee z- 
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To driyel and draunt, 

While I ſigh and gaunt, 
Giyes me good Reaſon to ſcorn thee, 

IV. 

When thon ſhouldſt be kind, 

Thou turns fleepy and blind, 
And ſnoters and ſnores far ſrae me. 


Wae light on thy Face, 
: Thy drowty Embrace 
Is enough to gar me betray thee. Q 


General Leſly's March to Long-maſton 
| Moor. 


ARCH, march, 
Why the D do ye na march! 
Stand to your Arms, my Lads, 
Fight in good Order. 
Front about ye Musketeers all, 
Till ye come to the Engliſh Border. 
Stand till't, and fight like Men, 
True Goſpelto maintain. 
The Parliament blj ch to ſee us a coming. 
When to the Kirk we come, 
We'll purge it ilka Room, 
Frae Poiſh Relicks and a' fic Innoyations, 
That a' the Warld may ſee, 
There's nane i' the Right but we, 
Of the auld Scoriſh Nation. 
Jenny ſhall wear the Hood, 
Focky the Sark of Gov; 


And 
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And the Kiſt fou of Whiſtles, 
That make fic a Cleiro, 
Our Pipers braw, 
Si;all hae them a' 
What e'er come on it. 


; Busk up vour Plaids, my Lads, 
Cock up your Bonnets, 
March, March, &c. Z. 
— * — — 
8 0 N O, 


To the Tune of, 7 gar ye be ſain to follow me. 


HE. 

A? IE U fora while my native green Plains, 
My neareſt Relations, and neighbouring Swains, 
Dear Nelly frae theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were Minutes not Ages, while abſent frae thee, 
| SHE. 

Then tell me the Reaſon thou does not obey 
The Pleadings of Love, but thus hu-rrys away; 
Alake, thou Deceiyer, o'er plain'y 1 ſee, 
A lover fac roving will never mind me, 

HE. 
The Rea'on unhappy, is owing to Fate 
That gave me a Being without an Eſtate, 
Which lays a Neceſlity now upon me, 
To purchaſe a Fortune for Pleaſure to thee. 

S NE. 
Small Fortune may ſerve where Love has the Sway, 
Then Johny be counſeld na langer to (tray, 
For while thou proves couſtant in Kindneſs to me, 


Contented I'll ay find a Treaſure in thee, 
| He, 


3 


(143) 
HE, 
O ccale, my dear Charuter, elſe ſoon P11 betray, 
A Weakne!s unmanly, and quickly give way 
To Fondnel: which may prove a Ruin to thee, 
Pain to.us baith, and Diſhonour to me, 


Bear witneſs, ye Streams, and witneſs ye Flowerg, 


Bear witneſs ye watchtul inviſible Powers, 
If ever my Heart be untaithtul ro thee, 
May naithing propitious e'er ſin le upon me, 


PI 


8 O N G, 
To the Tune of 


US X ge, busk ye, my bony Bride; 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bony Marrow ; 

Busk ye, busk ye, my bony Bride, 

Busk and go to the Braes of Yarrow 
There will we ſport and gather Dew, 

Dancing while Layrocks ſing the Morning; 
There learn frac Turtles to prove true; 

O Bell ne'er vex me with thy Scorning, 


To Weſtling Breezes Flora yields, 
And when the Beams are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears o'er all the Fields, 
And Nature looks mair freſh and charming. 
Learn frae the Burns that trace the Mead, 
Tho? on their Banks the Roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtylie they flow to Tweed, - 
And pour their Sweetneſs in his Boſom. 


Haſs 
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Haſt ye, haſt ye, my bony Bell, 

Haſt to my Arms, and there I'll guard thes; 
With free Conſent my Fears repel, 

Ill with my Love and Care reward thee, 
Thus ſang I ſaftly to m, Fair, 

W ha rais'd my Hopes with kind relenting # 
O Queen of Smiles, | ask nae mar, 

Since now my bony Bell's conſenting. 


*** 8 3 3 — 


Corn Riggs are bony. 


: Y Patieisa Lover gay, 
His Mind is neyer muddy, 

His Breath is ſweeter than new Hay, 
His Face is fair and ruddy. 

His Shape is handſome, middle Size; 
He's ſtately in his Wawking ; 

The Shining of his Een ſurprize; 
Tis Heaven to hear him tawking, 


Laſt Night I met him on a Bawk, 
Where yellow Corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly Word he ſpake, 
That ſet my Heart a glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and yow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of any; 

That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O Corn Riggs are bony, 


Let Maidens of a ſilly Mind 
Reluſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 


We cliaſt'ly ſhould be granting; 


Then 


1 
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Then I'll comply, and marry Pare, 
And ſyne my Cockernony 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where Corn Riggs are bony. 


 Cromlet's Lili. 


Are blown to Air, 
And my poor Heart betray'd 
To ſad Deſpair, 
Into ſome Wilderneſs, 
My Grief I will expreſs, 
And thy Hard-heartedneſs, 
O cruel Fair, 


Q! NCE all thy Vows, falſe Maid, 


Have I not graven our Loves 
On every Tree: 

In yonder ſpreading Groves, 
Tho' falſe thou be: 

Was not a ſolemn Oath 

Plighted betwixt us both, 

Thou tby Faith, I my Troth, 
Couſtant to be, 


Some gloomy Place I'll find, 
Some doleftul Shade, 

Where neither Sun nor Wind 
T*--7-+»ance had: 


G 
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Into that hollow Cave, 

There will I ſigh and rave, 

Becauſe thou do'ft behaye 
So faithleſly, 


Wild Fruit ſhall be my Meat, 
AI'n drink the Spring, 
Cold Earth ſhall be my Seat: 
For Covering 
I'll have the ſtarry Sky 
My Head to canopy, 


Until my Soul on high 


Shall ſpread s Wings, 


A' have no Funeral-Fire, 


Nor Tears for me : 
No Grave do I deſire, 

Nor Obſequies : 
The courteous Red. Breaſt he 
With Leaves will coyer me, 
And ling my Elegy, 

Withdoleful Voice. 


And whena Ghoſt I am, 
I'll viſit thee: 

O thou deceitful Dame, 
Whoſe Cruelty 

Has killd the kindeſt Heart 

That e'er felt Cupid's Dart, 

And never candeſert 
From loving thee. 


(147) 
3 e 8 0 N G, 
We'll a to Kelſo ge. 


A ND ll awa to bony Tweed-ſide, 
41 And ſee my Deary come throw, 
And he ſall be mine 
Git ſac he incline, 
For Ihate to lead Apes below. 


While young and fair, 

I'll make it my Care, 
To ſecure my ſell in a Jo: 

I'm no fic a Fool 

To let my Blood cool, 


And ſyne gae lead Ates below. 


Few Words, bony Lad, 
Will eithly perſuade, 
Tho' bluſhing, I daftly ſay no, 
Gae on with your Strain, 
And doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead Apes below. 


Unty'd to a Man, 

Do what e' er we can, 
We never can thrive or dow: 

Then I will do well, 

Do better wha will, 
And let them lead Apes below. 


Our Time is precious, 
And Godsare gracious, 
That Beauties upon us beſtow ; 
"Tis not to be thought, 
We got them for nought, 
Or to be ſet up for Show. 
G 2 | | Tir 
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"Tis carried by Votes, 
Come kilt up yere Coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, | 
W here ſhe that's bony * 
May catch a Jonny, | 
And never lead Apes below. 
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WILLIAM and MARGARET, 
An od BALLAD. 


& AS at the fearful Midnight Hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 
In glided Margaret's grimly Ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's Feet, 


er Her Face was pale, like 4;ril Motn, 
- Cladina wintry Cloud; ? 
And Clay- cold was her Lihy- hand, a 
That held her ſable Shroud. 


o ſhall the faireſt Face appear, 
+ When Youth and Years are floyn : 
Such is the Robe that Kings mult wear, 
When Death has reft their Crown. 


- 


Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flower 
That ſips the Silver Dew; 
8 The Rofe was budded in her Cheek, 
Juſt opening ta the View. 


= 


Io. | * But Love had, like the canker Worm; | 
1 | * Confum'd her early Prime: | 
* The Roſe grew pale, and left her Cheek; 

She d) before her Time. Awake 


2 
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Awake! —ſhe cry'd, thy true Love call, 
Come from her Midnight Grave; 
Now let thy Pity hear the Maid, 
Thy Love refus'd to ſave. 


This is the dumb and dreary Hour, 
When injur'd Ghoſts complain, 

And aid the ſecret Fears of Night, 
To fright the faithleſs Man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy Fault, 
Thy Pledge and broken Oath, 

And give me back my Maiden-Vow, 
And give me back my Troth, 


How could you ſay, my Face was fair, 
And yet that Face forſake ? 

How could you win my Virgin-Heart, 
Yet leave that Heart to break? 


Why did you promiſe Love to me, 
And not that Promiſe keep ? 

Why ſaid you, that my Eyes were bright, 
Vet left theſe Eyes to weep ? 

How could you ſwear, my Lip was ſweet, 
And inade the Scarlet pale? 

And why didI, young witleſs Maid, 
Believe the flat'ring Tale? 


That Face, alas! no more is fair; . 
Theſe Lips no longer red : 

Dark are my Eyes, now clos'd in Death, - 
And every Charm is fled. 


G3 BY The 


(70). 


| The hungry Worm my Siſter is; 

| a This Winding-ſheet I wear: 5 
FL And cold and weary laſts our Night, 
| : Till that laſt Morn appear. 


But hark the Cock has warn'd me hence. 
Along and late Adieu! 

Come ſee, falſe Man! how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for Love of you. 


The Lark ſung out, the Morning ſmil'd;} 
And rais d hergliſt'ring Head: 
Pale William quak'd in every Limb; 
Then, raving, left his Zed. 


He hy'd him to the fatal Place 
here Margaret's Body lay, 

And ſtretch'd him o'er the green Graſs Turf 
Tat wrapt her breathleſs Clay. 


And thrice he cal'd on Margaret's Name, 
And thrice ne wept full ſore : 
Then laid his Cheek on her cold Grave, 
And Word ſpoke never more. D. M, 


The COMPLAINT 


HE Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 

The Weſtern Cloud was lin'd with Gold: 

Clear was the Sky, the Wind was till; | 

The Flocks were penn'd within the Fold; | 
When in the Silence of the Grove, J 
Poor Dame thus deſpair'd of Love,. | | 

; Who | 


N 
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Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant Roſe, 
From the hard Rock or 00zy Beech? 
Who from each Weed that barren grows, 
Expects the Grape or downy Peach? 


With equal Faith may hope to find 


The Truth of Love in Womankind. 


No Flocks have I, or fleecy Care, 

No Fields that wave with golden Grain, 
No Paſtures green, or Gardens fair, 

A Woman's venal Heartto gain, 
Then all in vain my Sighs muſt prove, 
Whoſe whole Eſtate, alas!- is Love. - 


How wretched is the faithful Youth, 

Since Womens Hearts are bought and ſold > 
They ask no Vows of ſacred Truth ; 

When e'er they ſigh, they ſigh for Gold. 
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remove. 
Thus I am ſcorn'd, w ho have but Love. 


To buy the Gems of India's Coaſt, 

What Wealth, what Riches would ſuffice ? 
Yet {2414's Shore could never boaſt, 

The Luſtre of thy Rival Eyes : 


For there the World too cheap mult prove; 


Can I then buy ho have but Love. 


Then, Mary, ſince nor Gems, nor Ore 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 
Be juſt, as fair, and value more, 
Than Gems or Ore, a Heart ſincere: 
Let Treaſure meaner Beauties prove 
Who pays thy Worth, mult pay in Love. X. 
8 4 SONG; 


( 152) 
SONG, 


To the Tune of, Montroſe's Lines. 


Toſs and tumble thro' the Night, 
And wiſh ch' approaching Day, 

Thinking when Darkneſs yields to Light, 

III baniſh Care away: 
But when the glorious Sun doth riſe, 

And chear all Nature round, 
All Thoughts of Pleaſure in me dies; 

My Cares do ſtill abound, 


My tortur'd and uneaſy Mind 
Bereayes me of my Reſt; 

My Thoughts are to all Pleaſure blind, 
With Care Pm ſtill oppreſs'd ; 

But had I her within my Breaſt, 
Who gives meſo much Pain, 

My raptur'd Soul would be at Reſt, 
And ſofteſt Joys regain, | 


Id not envy the God of War, 
Bleſs'd with fair Venus Charms, 

Nor yet the thundering Fufiter, 
In fair Alcmena's Arms: 

Paris, with Helen's Beauty bleſt, 
Wou'd be a Jeſt to me; 

If of her Charms I were poſleſt, 
Thrice happier I wou'd be. 


But ſince the Gods do not ordain 
Such happy Fate for me, 

I dare not againſt their Will repine, 

Who rule my Deſtiny, 


Wich 
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With ſprightly Wine Plldrown my Care] 
And cheriſh up my Soul; | 
When e'erI think on my loſt Fair, 


I u drown her in the Bowl, 


— _ —_—_ ma 


The DECEIVER« 


T H tuneful Pipe, and hearty Glee, 
Young Waty wan my Heart; 
A blyther Lad ye cou'dna ſee, 
All Beauty without Art, 
His winning Tale 
Did ſoon prevail 
To gain my fond Belief 
But ſoon the Swain 
Gangs o'er the Plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of Grief, 


Tho? Colin courts with tuneful Sang, 
Yet few regard his Mane; 
The Laſſes a' round Waty thrang, 
While Colin's left alane: 
In Aberdeen 
Was never ſeen 


A Lad that gave ſic Pain, 


He daily wooes, - 
And ſtill purſues, 
Fill he does all, till he does all, 
Till he does all obtain. 
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But ſoon as he has gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 
And hardly will afford a Kiſs, 
To ſilly me undone : 
Bony Katy, 
Maggy, Beatty, 
Avoid the roving Swain; 


His wyly Tongue. 
Beſure to ſhun, 
Or you, like me; or you, like me, 
Like me will be undone.. Z- 
The Widow. 


'HE Widow can bake,. and the Widow can brew; 
The Widow can ſhape, and the Widow can ſew, 
And mony braw Things the Widow can do, 

Then have at the Widow, my Laddie. 
With Courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her ye mauna be blate, 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt Gate 

To win a young Widow, my Laddie.. 


The Widow ſhe's youthfu', and never ae Hair, 

The warof the Wearing, and has a good Skair 

Of every Thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich Joynter, my Laddie. 

What cou'd ye wiſh better your Pleaſure to crown 

Th:na Widow, the bonyeſt Toaſt in the Town, 


With naithiag, but draw in your Stool and fit down, 


Andiport with the Widew, wy Laddie? 
Thea 


* * 
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Then till'et and kill'er with Courteſie dead, 
Tho' ſtark Love and Kindneſs be all ye can plead 
Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed, 
With a bony gay Widow, my Laddie. 
Strik Iron while 'tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 
For Fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 
But ruins the Woer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the Widow, my Laddie. 


The Highland Laſſe; 


HE Lawland Maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawſy, 
Sae proud they never can be kind, 

Like my good humour'd Highland Laſſie, 
O, my bony, bony Highland Laſſie, : 
My hearty ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 

May never Care make thee leſs fair, 
But Bloom of Youth ſtill bleſs my Laſſie. 


Than ony Laſs in Barrowſtoun, 
Wha mak their Cheeks with Patches motie, 
I'd tak my Katie but a Gown, 
Bare footed in her little Cotie. 
© my bony, & c. 


Beneath the Brier or Brecken Buſy, 
When eber I kiſs and court my Dantie, - 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 

My flighteren Heart gangs pittie pattie,. 
© ny bony, &c. 


Cer 
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O'er higheſt heathery Hills Pl ſtenn, 
With cockit Gun and Ratches tenty, 
To drive the Deer out of their Den, 

To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. - 
O my bony, &c. | 


There's nane ſhall dare by Deed or Word, 
*Gainſt herto wag a Tongue or Finger, 
While 1 can wield my truſty Sword, 

Or frae my Side whisk out a Whinger. 
O m) bony, &c, 


The Mountains clad with purple Bloom, 
And Berries ripe invite my Treaſure, 
To range with me, let great Fowk gloom, - 
While Wealth and Pride confound their Pleaſursz 
'O, my bony, bony Highland Laſſie, | 
My lovely ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 
May never Care ma be thee leſs fair, 
But Bloom of Youth (till bleſs my Laſſie, 


FO 8 -» 


Jocky blyth: and gay. 


LYTH Jocky young and gay, 
Is all my Heart's Delight, 
He's all my Talk by Day, 
And all niy Dreams by Night. 
It from the Lad 1 be, 
"Tis Winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
"Tis Summer all the Year, 


When 


| 


—— 
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When TI and Yocky met, 

Firſt on the flowry Dale, 

Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And Love was all his Tale, 
You arethe Laſs, ſaid he, 

g That ſtaw my Heart frae me; 
O eaſe me of my Pain, 
1 And never ſhaw Diſdain. 


Well can my Joch kyth 
His Love and Courteſie, 
He made my Heart full blyth, 
When he firſt ſpake to me, 
His Suit] ill deny'd, 
He kiſs'd and I comply'd ; 
Sae Joch promis'd me, 
That he wad faithful be. 


I'm glad when Yocky comes, 
Sad when he gangs away: 
*Tis Night when Focly glooms, 
But when he ſmiles, 'tis Day. 
: When our Eyes meet I pant, 
I colour, ſigh and faint; 
What Laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind? 


—— - 


Had away frae me, Donald. 


Come away, come away, 


Come away wi' me, Jenny; 
Sic Frowns I canna bear frac ane 
| 


Whale Smiles ages rayiſh'd me, Jenny; 
3 


IE 


(198) 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 
That ought ſall alter me, Jenny; 
For you're the Miſtreſs of my Mind, 
What e'er you think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your Sweets enflay'd my Heart, 
You ſeem'd to fayour me, Jenny ; 
But now, alas! you act a Part 
That ſpeaks Unconſtancy, Jeuny, 
Unconſtancy is ſica Vice, 
Tis not befitting thee, enny; 
It ſuits not with your Virtue nice 
To carry {ae to me, Jenny. 


Her ANSWER. 


Had away, had away; 
Had away frae me, Donald ; 

Your Heart is made o'er large for ane, 

It is not meet for me, Donald ;- 
Some fickle Miſtreſs you may find, 

Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald; 
To ilka Swain ſhe will proye kind, 

And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald. 


But I've a Heart that's naething ſuch, 
"Tis filld with Honeſty, Donald; 
In ne'er love Money, I'll love much, 
I hate all Levity, Donald: 
Therefore nae mair, with Art, pretend 
Your Heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
For Words of Falſhood 1 Il defend, 
A roving Love like thine, Donald, 
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Firſt when yon cburted, I muſt own; 

I frankly favour'd y6u, Donald; 
Apparent Worth, and fair Renown, . 

Made me believe you true, Donald. 
I Virtue then ſeemꝭd to adorn 

The Man eſteem'd by me, Donald, 
But now, the Mask fallen aff, I ſcorn 
To ware a Thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever had away, 
Had away trae me, Donald; 
Gae ſeek a Heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald: 
For I'll reſerye my ſell for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
If ſic a ane I canna find, 
I'll ne'er loo Man, nor thee, Donald. 


DoNALD. 
Then I'm thy Man, and falſe Report 
Has only tald Lye, Jenny; 
To try thy Truth, and make us Sport, 
The Tale was rais'd by me, Fenn). 
JENNY. 
When this ye prove, and ſtill can love; 
Then come away to me, Donald; 
I'm welt content, ne'er to repent 
That 1 have ſmil'd on thee, Donald. 


2 
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Todlen Butt, and Todlen Ben. 


HEN l've a Saxpence under my Thumb, 


Then 1'll get Credit in ilka Town - 


Pu 
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Nut ay when l'm poor they bid me gang by? 
Ol] Poverty parts good Company. 
Todlen hame, todlen hame, 
Coudna my Love come todlen hame. - 


Fair-fa' the Goodwife, and ſend her good Sale, 
She gi'es us white Bannocks to drink her Ale, 
Syne if that her Tippony chance to be ſma?, . 
We'll tak a good Scour o't, and ca't awa'. 
Todlen hame, todien hame, 
As round as a Neep come todlen hame. 


My Kimmer and I lay down to ſleep, 
And twa Pint-ſtoups at our Bed's Feet; 
And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry: 
What think ye of my wee Kimmer and 12 
Todlen butt, and todlen ben, 
$4 round as my Loove comes todlen hame, - 


Leeze me on Liquor, my todlen Do-, ; 

Ye're ay ſae good humour'd when weeting your Mou : 

When ſober ſae ſour, ye'll fight with a Flee, 

That 'tis a blyth Sight to the Bairns and me. 
When todlen hame, tadlen hame, 


When round as à Neep ye come todlen hame. 27 


* 
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The auld Man's beſt Argument. 


To the Tune of, Widow are ys wawkinge 


C3 that at my Chamber Door ? 
Fair Widow are ye wawking ?. ! 
Auld Carle, your Suit give o'er, | IF 
Your Love lies a' in tawking. 


(1610 


Ge me the Lad that's young and tight. 
Sweet like an April Meadow; 

Tis fic as he can bleſs the Sight 
And Boſom of a Widow, 


O Widow, wilt thou let mein, 
I'm pawky, wiſe and thrifty, 

« And come of a right gentle Kin; 
I'm little mair than fifty.“ 

Daft Carle, dit your Mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky, 

Or gentle born ye be, —bot Youth, 
In Love you're but a Gawky. 


1 Then, Widow, let theſe Guineas ſpeak, 
* That powertully plead clinkan, 

“ And if they fail, my Mouth I'll ſteek, | 
« Andnae mair Love will think on.” 

Theſe court indeed, I maun confels, 
I think they make you young, Sir, 

And ten times better can expreſs 
Affection, than your Tongue, Sir. 


— — —  —— — 


The Peremptor Lover. 
To the Tune of, ohn Anderſon my Jo. 


5 IS not your Beauty, nor your Wit, 
That can my Heart obtain; 
For they cou'd never conquer yet 
Either my Breaſt or Brain: 
For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, 
Henceforth I'll ſcorn your Slaye to be 
Or doat upon you wore, | 


(162) 


Think not my Fancy to o' ercome, 
By proving thus unkind; 
No ſmoothed Sight, nor ſmiling Frown, 
Can ſatisfy my Mind, 
Pray let Platonicks play ſuch Pranks, _ 
Such Follies I deride, . 
For Love, at leaſt, I will have Thanks, 
And ſomething elſe beſide» 


Then open hearted be with me. 
As | ſhall be with you, 

Andlet our Actions be as free 
As Virtue will allow. 

If you'll prove loving, I' prove kind, 
If true, VII conſtant be; 

If Fortune chance to change your Mind, 
I'll turn as ſoon as you. 


Since our Affections well ye know, 
In equal Terms do ſtand, 

*Tis in your Power to loye or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my Hand, 

Diſeaſe with your Auſterity, 
Unconſtancy abhor, 

Or, by great Cueid's Deity, 
I'll neyer love you more. 


— K 


— — — — 


What's that to you. 
To the Dune of, The glancing of her Apron: 


Jenny an II have toil'd 
ö The live lang Simmer Day, - 
_ Till we amailt were ſpoil'd, 
At makipg of the Hay x 
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Her Kurchy was of Holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bony Brow, 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her Ear; 
Bat what's that to you? 


Her Stockings were of Kerſey green, 
As tight as ony Silk :- | 
O ſica Leg was never ſeen, 
Her Skin was white as Milk; 
Her Hair was black as ane cou'd with, 
And ſweet, ſweet was her Mou, 
O] Jeany daintylie can kiſs, 
But what's that to you? 


The Roſe and Lilly baith combine, 
To make my Jeany fair, 
There is na Benniſon like mine, 
I have amaiſt nae Care; 
Only I fear my Feany's Face 
May cauſe mae Men to rew, 
And that may gar me ſay, Alas! 
But what's that to you ? 


Conceal thy Beauties, if thou can, 
Hide that ſweet Face of thine, 

That I may only be the Man 
Enjoys theſe Looks divine. 

O do not proftitute, my Dear 
Wonders to common view, 

And I with faithful Heart ſhall ſwear, .. 
For ever to be true. 


King Solomon had Wives anew;. 
And mony a Concubine; 

But I enjoy a Bliſs mair true, 

Hs Joys were ſhort of mine; 


— — — 
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And Feany's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her Due, 
All Debts of Love to her I pay, 
And what's that to you? i 


* 
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S O N G, 


To the Abſent FLORIND A. 
To the Tune of, Queen of Sheba's March 


OME, Florinda, lovely Charmer, 
d Come and fix this wav'ring Heart, 
Let thoſe Eyes my Soul rekindle, 
E're I feel ſome foreign Dart. 


Come and with thy Smiles ſecure me, 
If this Heart be worth thy Care, 
Favour'd by my dear Florinda, 

I'll be true, as ſhe is fair, 


Thouſand Beauties trip around me, - 
And my yielding Breaſt aſſail; 
Come and take me to thy Boſom, 
E're my conſtant Paſſion fail. 


Come, and like the radiant Morning, 

On my Soul ſerenely ſhine, 

Then thoſe glimmering Stars ſhall vaniſa, 
Loſt in Splegdor more diyine, - 
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Long this Heart has been thy Victim, 
Long has felt the pleaſing Pain; 
Come, and with an equal Paihon 
Make it ever thine remain. 


Then, my Charmer, I can promiſe, 
If our Souls in Love agree, 

None in all the upper Dwellings 
Shall be happier than we. 


A Bacchanal $ O N G, 


To the Tune of, Auld Sir Symon ths Xing, 


C OME here's to the Nymph that I love, 
Away ye vain Sorrows, away: 

Far, far from my Boſom be gone, 

All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the Sad and the Penſivey * 
Come fill up the Glaſſes ar ound, 

We'll drink till our Faces be ruddy, 

And all our vain Sorrows are drown'd. 


"Tis done, and my Fancy's exulting 
With every gay blooming Deſire, 

My Blood with brisk Ardour is glowing 
Soft Pleaſures my Boſom inſpire, 


My Soul now to Love is diſſolving, 

Oh Fate! had I here my fair Charmer 

I'd claſp her; Id claſp her ſo eager, 

Of all her Diſdain I'd diſarm her, | 
' N But 
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Zut hold, what has Love to do here 

With his Troops of yain Cares in Array; 
Avaunt idle penſive Intruder, 
He triumphs, he will not aWay. 


I'll drown him, come give me a Bumper; 


'Young Cupid, here's to thy Confuſion, mr 


Now, now, he's departing, he's yanquiſh'd, 
Adieu to his auxious Deluſion, 


Come, jolly God Bacchus here's to thee, 
Huzza Boys, huzza Boys, huzza, 

Sing Is, ſing I6 to Bacchus 
Hence all ye dull Thinkers withdraw, 


Come, what ſhould we do but be jovial, 
Come tune up your Voices and ſing; 

W hat Soul is ſo dull to be heavy, 

When Wine ſets our Fancies on Wing. 


Tome, Pegaſus lies in this Bottle, 
Hell mount us, he'll mount us on high, 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 


Sublime we'll aſcend to the Sky. 


Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 

In Seas of wide Ether I'm drown'd, 
The Clouds far beneath me are failing, 
I ſee the Spheres whirling around. 


What Darkneſs, what Rattling is this, 
Thro' Chaos, dark Regions I'm hurl'd, 
And now, —Oh my Head it is knockt 
Upon ſome confounded new World. 


Now, 
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Now, now theſe dark Shades are retiring, 

See yonder bright blazes a Star, 

Where am I behold the Empyreum, 

With flaming Light ſtreaming from far. I. W. Q. 


3 
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To Mris. A. C. 
A SON G, 
To the Tune of, All in the Downs: 


HEN Beauty blazes heavenly bright, 
The Muſe can no more ceaſe to ling, 
Than can the Lark with riſing Light, 
Her Notes neglect with drooping Wing. 
The Morning ſhines, harmonious Birds mount highg 
The dawning Beauty ſmiles, and Poets fly. 


4 


Young Annie's budding Graces claim 
The inſpir'd Thoughts and ſofteſt Lay?$, 
And kindle in the Breaſt a Flame, 
Which muſt be vented in her Praiſe. 
Tell us, ye geutle Shepherds, have you ſeen 
E'er one ſo like an Angel tread the Green? 


Ye Youth, be watchful of your Hearts, 
When ſhe appears take the Alarm: 
Love on her Beauty points his Darts, 
And wings an Arrow from each Charm. 
Around her Eyes and Smiles the Graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy Neck and Breaſts reſort. 


* 
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But vain muſt every Caution prove, 
When ſuch inchanting Sweetneſs ſhines; 
The wounded Swain muſt yield to Love, 
„And wonder, tho' he hopeleſs pines, 
Such Flames the ſoppiſh Butterfly ſnou'd ſhun 3 
The Eagle's only fit to view the Sun, 


She's as the opening Lilly fair, | 
Her lovely Features are complete; 
Whilſt Heav'n indulgent makes her ſhare 
With Angels, all that's wiſe and ſweet, 
"Theſe Virtues which divinely deck her Mind, 
Exalt each Beauty of th' inferior Kind, 


Whether ſhe love the rural Scenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy Town, 
O! happy he her Favour gains, 
Unhappy! if ſhe on him frown; 
The Muſe unwilling quits the lovely Theme, 
Adieu ſhe ſings, and thrice repeats her Name, 


— hy — 
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A Paſtoral 8 O N G, 
To the Tune of, My Apron Deary. 


8 JAMIE. 
HILE our Flocks are a feeding, 
And we're void of Care; 
Come, Sandy, let's tune 
To praiſe of the Fair; 


For 
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For inſpir'd by my Suſie, 
I'll ſing in ſuch Lays, 
That Pan, were he Judge, 
Muſt allow me the Bays. 
SANDY, 
While under this Hawthorn 
Welie at our Eaſe, 
By a muſical Stream, 
And refreſh'd by the Breeze 
Of a Zephyr ſo gentle, 
Yes, Jamie, I'll try 
For to match you and Suſie, 
Dare Katie and J. 
JAMIE. 
Oh! my Suſie, ſo lovely, 
She's without Compare, 
She's ſo comely, ſo good, 
And ſo charmingly fair: 
Sure, the Gods were at Pains 
To make ſo complete 
A Nymph, that for Love 
There was ne'er one ſo meet, 
SANDY. 
Oh! my Katie, ſo bright, 
She's ſo witty and gay, 
Love join'd with the Graces; 
Around her Looks play ; 
In her Mien ſhe's ſo gracetul, 
In her Humour ſo free; 
Sure the Gods never fram'd 
A Maid fairer than ſhe. 
JAMIE. 
Had my Suſte been there 
When the Shepherd declar'd 
For the Lady of Lemnos, 
She had loſt his Regard : 
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And o'ercome by a Preſence 
More beauteouſly bright, 
He had own'd her undone, 
As the Darkneſs by Light. 


SAND. 

Not fair Helen of Greece, | 

Nor all the whole Traig, 
Either of real Beauties, 

Or thoſe Poets feign, 
Cou'd be match'd with my Katie, 

W hoſe every ſweet Charm, 
May conquer beſt Judges, 

And coldeſt Hearts warm, 


FJ AMIE, 
Neither Riches or Honour, 
Or any thing great, 
Do Iask of the Gods, 
But that this be my Fate, 
That my Suſie to al! 
My kind Wiſhes comply; 


For with her wou'd Ilive, 


And with her I wou'd die, 


SANDY. 

If the Fates give me Katie, 

And herl enjoy, 
I have all my Deſires, 

Nought can me annoy ; 
For my Charmer has every 

Delight in ſuch (tore, 
Shell make me more happy, 
Than Swain e'er before, 
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Love 
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Love will find out the way. 


| 4 3 VER the Mountains, 
And over the Waves, 
Over the Fountains, 
And under the Graves: 
Over Floods that are deepeſt, 
Which do Neptune obey ; 
Over Rocks that are ſteepeſt, 
Love will find out the Way. 


Wher there is no Place 
For the Glow. worm to ly; 
Wher there is no Space, 
For Receit of a Fly; 
| Wher the Midge dares not yenture, 

Vi Leſt herſelf faſt ſhe lay 
1 But if Love come, he will enter, 
And ſoon find out his Way. 


You may eſteem him 
A Child in his Force 

Or you may deem him 
? A Coward, which is worſe: _ 
But if ſhe, whom Love doth honour, 
Be conceal'd from the Day, 
Set a thouſand Guards upon her, 

Love will find out the Way. 


Some think to loſe him, 
Which is too unkind 
And ſome do ſuppoſe him, 
Poor Thing, to be blind: 
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But if ne'er ſo eloſs ye wall him, 
Do the beſt that ye may. 


Blind Love, if ſo ye call him, 
lie will find out the Way. 


You may train the Eagle 
To ſtoop to your Filt , 
Or you may inveagle 
The Phoenix of the Eaſt; 
The Lioneſs, ye may move het 
To give over her prey: 
But youll never ſtop a Lover, 
He will find out his Way, 


S O NS. 


To the Tune of, Throw the Wood Laddie, 


AS early I walk'd, on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep Mountain, 
Beſide a clear Fountain, 
1 heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play, 
Whilſt the Eccho reſounded the dolorous Lay. 


Iliſten'd and look'd, and ſpy'd a young Swain, 
With Aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And Spirits oppreſſed, 
Seem'd clearing afreſh, like the Sky after Rain, 
And thus he diſcoyer'd how he ftraye with liis Pain, 


Tio' Elxa be coy, why ſhou'd I repine, 
That a Maid much above me, 
Vouchſates not to love me ? 


In 


In 


„ 
In her high Sphere of Worth I never could ſhine 
Then why ſhould 1 ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No / henceforth Eſteem ſhall govern my Deſire, 
And in due Subjection, 

| Retain warm Affection; 

To ſhew that Self-loye inflames not my Fire, 

And that no other Swain can more humbly admire, 


When Paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my Breaſt, 
Then Quiet returning, 
Shall huſh my ſad Mourning, 
And Lordof my ſelf, in abſolute Reſt, 
I'll hug the Condition which Heaven ſhall think beſt, 


Thus Friendſhipunmix'd, and wholly refin'd, 
May ſtill be reſpected, 
Tho' Love is rejected: 
Fliza ſhall own, tho' to Love not inclin'd, 
That ſhe neꝰ er had a Friend like her Lover reſign'd. 


May the fortunate Youth, who hereafter ſhall wop 
With proſp'rous Endeavour, | 
And gain her dear Favour, 

Know as well as I, what t' Eliza is due, 

Be much more deſerving, but never leſs trus, 


W hilt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, 

Sweet Liberty taſting, 

On calmeſt Peace feaſting; ; 
Employing my Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 8 
In Hopes of Heaven's Bleſſes I'll ſpend my few Years, 


Ye Powers that preſide o'er vertuous Loye, 
Come aid me with Patience, 
To bear my Vexations 


(174) 
With equal Deſires my flutt'ring Heart move, 
With Sentiments pureſt, my Notions improve. 


If Love in his Fetters e'er catch me again, 

May Courage protect me, 

And Prudence direct me; 
Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, 
Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain. 


Roer's Jock. 
A very auld Ballat. 


O B's Fock cam to woo our Jenny, 
On ae Feaſt Day when we wer fou; 
She brankit faſt and made her bony, 
And ſaid, Fock, come ye here to woo ? 
She burniſt her baith Breaſt and Brou, 
And made her cleer as ony Clock; 
Then ſpak her Dame, and ſaid, Itrou 
Ye com tiil woo our Jenny, Fock, 


Yock ſaid, Forſuith I yern fu' fain; 
To luk my Head and fit down by you: 
Then ſpak her Minny, and ſaid again, 
My Bairn has Tocher enough to gie you. 
Tehie! qo Jenn), kiek, kiek, I ſee you: 
Minny, yon Man males but a Mock. 
Deil hae the Liars. fu lies me o' you, 
I comto woo your Jenny, qo Jock. 


My Bairn has Tocher of her win; 
A Guſe, a Gryce, a Cock and Hen, 

AStirk, a Staig, an Acre-ſawin,. 
&ABakbread and a Bannock-ſtane; 
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A pig, a Pot, and a Kirn there ben, 
A Kame- but and a Kaming Stock; 
With Coags and Luggies nine or ten: 
Com ye to woo our Jenny, Jock? 


A Wecht, a Peet-Creel and a Cradle, 
A Pair of Clips, a Graip, a Flail, 
An Ark, an Ambry, and a Ladle, 
A Milſie, and a ſowine Pale, 
A rouſty Whittle to ſheer the Kail, 
And a Timber Mell the Beer to knock, 
Twa Shelfs made of an auld Fir Dale: 
Com ye to woo our Fenny; Fock? 


A Furm, a Furlet, and a Peck, 
A Rock, a Reel, anda Wheel-Band, . 
A Tub, a Barrow, anda Seck, - 
A Spurtil braid, and ane Elwand, 
Then Fock took Jenny be the Hand, 
And cry'd, a Feaſt ! and ſlew a Cock, 
And made a Brydal upo' Land, 
Now have I got your Jenny, qo Jock. 


Now Dame, I have your Doughter marri'd, 
And tho ye mak it ne'er ſae tough, 
I let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarried, 
Its weel kend I have Gear enough: 
Ane auld gawd Gloyd fell owre a Heugh, 
A Spade, a Speer, a Spur, a Sock; 
Withouten Owſen I have a Pleugh : 
May that no ſer your Jenny, qo Jock? 


A Treen Truncher, a Ram-Horn Spoon, . 
Twa Buits of barkit blaſint Leather, 
A Graith that ganes to coble Shoon, 
And a Thrawcruick to twyne a Teathef, 
Hg Twa 
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Twa Croks that moup amang the heather, 
A Pair of Branks, anda Fetter-Lock, 
A teugh Purſe made of a Swine's Blather, 
To had your Tocher, Jenny, qo Fock, 


Good Elding for our Winter Fire, 
A Cod of Caff wad fill a Cradle, 
A Rake of Iron to clat the Bire, 
A Deuk about the Dubs to padle, 
The Pannel of an auld Led-ſadle, 
And Rob my Eem hecht me a Stock, 
Twa luſty Lips to lick a Ladle. 
May thir no gane your Jenny, qo Fock? 


A Pair of Hames and Brechom fine, 
And without Bitts a Bridle-renzie, 
A Sark made of the Linkome Twine, 
A gay green Cloke that will not ſtenzie; 
Mair yet in Store. l needna fenzie, 
Five hundred Flaes, a fendy Flock, 
And are not thae awakrite Menzie, 
To gae to Bed with Jenny and Jock: 


Tak thir for my Part of the Feaſt, 
It is weel knawin | am weel bodin: 
Ye need not ſay my Part is leaſt, 
Wer they as meikle as they'r lodin. 
The Wife ſpeerd gin the Kail was ſodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the Brok; 
The Roſt was teugh as Raploch Hodin, 
With which they feaſted Jenny and Fock. Z,. 


S. O N G., 


is. 
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8 O N G, 
To the Tune of, A Rock and a wee pickle Tory - 


I Have a green Purſe and a wee pickle Gowd, 
A Bony Piece Land and Planting on't, 
It fattens my Flocks, and my Bairns it has ſtowd 
But the beſt Thing of a's yet wanting on't: 
To grace it, and trace it, * 
And gie me Delight; 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
And comfort my Sight, 
With Beauty by Day, and Kindneſs by Night, 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring on't. 


My Chriſty ſhe's charming, and good as ſhe's fair; 


Her Een and her Mouth are inchanting ſweet, 
She ſmiles me on Fire, her Frowns gie Deſpair : 
I loye while my Heart gaes panting wi't, 
Thou faireſt, and deareſt, - 
Delight of my Mind, 
Whoſe gracious Embraces 
By Heaven were deſign'd : 
For happieſt Tranſports, and Bleſſes refin'd, 
Nae langer delay thy granting Sweet, 


For thee, Bony Chriſty, my Shepherds and Hynds, 
Shall carefully make the Year's Dainties thine : 


Thus freed frae laigh Care, while Love fills our Minde, 


Our Days ſhall with Pleaſure and Plenty ſhine. 
Then hear me, and chear me, 
With ſmiling Conſent, 
Believe me, and give me 
No Cauſe to lament, 
Since I ne' er can be happy, till thou ſay, Conteut, 


Ln pleas d with my Jamie, and he ſhall be mine. 
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e SONG, 
To its ain Tune. 


LTH O' I be but a Country Laſs, 
Yet a lofty Mind I bear — 0, 
And think my ſell as good as thoſe 
That rich Apparel wear O. 
Altho' my Gown be hame - ſpun Gray, 
My Skin it is as ſaft_.O, 
As them that Satin Weeds do wear, 
And carry their Heads alaſt. O. 


What tho' I keep my Father's Sheep. 
The thing that muſt be done..-O, 
With Garlands of the fineſt Flowers, 
To ſhed me frae the Sun-_-O : 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, . 
Where Graſs and Flowers do} pring 0. 
Then on a flowrie Bank at Noon, 
I ſet me down and ſing 0. 


My Paiſiy Piggy, cork'd with Sage, 
Contains my Drink but thin — : . 
No W ines do e er my Brain enrage, 
Or tempt my Mind to ſin—0; 
My Country Curds, and Wooden 8 poon, 
I think them unco fine — O, 
And on a flowry Bank at Noon, 
I ſet me down and dine 0. 


Altho' my Parents cannot raiſe - 
Great Bags of ſhining Gold O, 
Like them whaſe Daughters now-a-days, . 


Like Swine are bought and ſold—O ; 


Jer 


let 


And for twice Fifty thouſand Crowns; 
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Yet my fair Body, it ſhall keep 
An honeſt Heart within——-O , 


I value nota Prin- 0. 


T aſe nae Gums upon my Hair, 
Nor Chains about my Neck. — 0, 
Nor ſhining Rings upon my Hands, 
My Fingers ſtreight todeck...O, 
But for that Lad to me ſhall fa', - 
And I have Grace to wed— O, 
Il keep a Jewel worth them a', 
I mean my Maidenhead—0. 


If canny Fortune give to me, 
The Man I dearly love —0, 
Tho' we want Gear, I dinna care, 
My Hands I can improve. —O. 
Expecting fora Bleſſing ftill, .. 
Deſcending from above 0, 
Then we'll embrace, and ſweetly kiſs, 
Repeating Tales of Love—O, 
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Wah, wah, gin Love be bony. 


Waly, waly, up the Bank, 
And waly, waly down the Brae;, . 
And waly, waly yon Burn-Side, 
Where I and my Love wont to gae, 
I lean'd my Back unto an Aik, 
I thought it was a truſty Tree, 
But firſt it bow'd and ſyne it brak, 


Sae my true Love did lightly me 
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Owaly, waly, but Love be bony, 

A little Time while it is new, 
But when 'tis auld it waxeth eauld, 

Aud fades away like Morning Dew? 
O wherefore ſhou'd I busk my Head? 

Or wherefore ſhou'd I kame my Hair, 
For my true Loye has me forſook, 

And ſays he'll never love me mair. . 


Now Arthur-Seat ſhall be my Bed, 

The Sheets ſhall ne'er be fyPd by me, 
Saint Anton's Well ſhall be my Drink, 

Since my true Love has forſaken me. 
Martinmas Wind, when wilt thou blaw, 

And ſhake the green Leaves off the Tree? 
O gentle Death, when wilt thou come, 

For of my Life Iam weary, 


Tis not the Froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing Snaw's Inclemency; 
Tis not fic Cauld that makes my Cry, 
But my Love's Heart grown cauld to me: 
When we came in by Glaſgow Town, 
We were a comely Sight to ſee; 
My Love was cled in the black Velvet, 
And I my ſell in Cramaſie. 


But had I wiſt before I kiſs'd, 
That Love had been ſae ill to win, 
Id lock'd my Heart ina Caſe of Gold, 
And pin'd it with a Silyer Pin, | 
©hoh! it my young Babe were born, 
And ſer upon the Nurſe's Knee, 
And I my ſell were dead and gane, 
For a Maid again I'll never be. 


. 
The 
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The Loving Laſs and Spinning-wheel, 


A S I fatat my Spinning-wheel, 
A bony Lad was paſſing by: 
I view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, 
For Trouth he had a glancing Eye. 
My Heart new panting, gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel, 


With Looks all Kindneſs he drew near, 

And ſtill mair lovely did appear 

And round about my ſlender Waſte 

He claſp'd his Arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kiſs my Hand, ſyne down did kneel, 
As! ſat at my Spinning-wheel, 


My Milk-white Hands he did extol, 

And prais'd my Fingers lang and ſmall, 

And ſaid, There was nae Lady fair 

That ever cou d with me compare. 
Theſe Words into my Heart did ſteel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning- Wheel. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wad never be deny'd, 

But ſtill declar'd his Love the mair, 

Until my Heart was wounded fair : 
That I my Love cou'd ſcarce concea], 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-Wheel. 


My Hanks of Yarn, my Rock and Reel, 
My Winnels and my Spinning wheel; 
He bid me leave them all with Speed, 


And gang with him to yonder Mead: 
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My yielding Heart ſtrange Flames did feel, 
Yet ſtill I turn d my Spinning- Wheel. 


About my Neck his Arm he laid, 
And whiſper'd, Riſe my bony Maid, 
And with me to yon Hay-Cock go, 
I'll teach thee better Wark to do. 
In Trouth I loo'd the Motion weel, 
And loot alane my Spinning -wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant Cocks of Hay, 

Then with my bony Lad I lay ; 

What Laſſe, youtig and ſaft as I, 

Cou'd ſic a handſome Lad deny? 
Theſe Pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
That far ſurpaſt the Spinning- Wheel. 
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To the Tune of, Woes my Heart that we ſuou d ſunders. 


DIE U ye pleaſant Sports and Plays, 
Farewel each Song that was diverting; 
Love tunes my Pipe to mournful Lays, - 
I ſing of Delia and Damor's parting, 


Long had he loy'd, and long conceal'd 
The dear tormenting pleaſant Paſſionz-. 

Till Delia's Mildneſs had prevail'd, 
Onhim to ſhew his Inclination. 
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Juſt as the Fair-one ſeem'd to give 
A patient Ear to his Love-Story, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, 
To go in queſt of toilſome Glory. 


Half-ſpoken Words hung on his Tongue; | 
Their Eyes refus'd the uſual Meeting; 
And Sighs ſupply'd their wonted Song, 


Theſe charming Sounds were chang'd to weeping. 


Dear Idol of my Soul adieu: 

Ceaſe to lament, but ne'er to love me, 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 

No other Charms ſnall ever move me; 


Alas! who knows, when parted far 
From Delia, but you may deceive her? 
The Thought deſtroys my Heart with Care, 
Adieu, my Dear, I fear for ever. 


If ever I forget my Vows, 

May then my Guardian Angel leave me: 
And more to aggravate my Woes, 

Be you ſo good as to forgive me. 


r 
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O'er the Hills and far away. 


Aſt be the Dawning of the Day; 
ut Focky now is fu' ot Care, 
Since Fenny ſtaw his Heart away: 


J. C KY met with Jenny fair, 


Althg* 
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Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She proven has alake! unkind - 
Which gars poor Focky aften rue, 
That he e' er loo'd a fickle Mind. 
And it's o'er the Hills and far away, 

It's o'er the Hills and far away, 

It's ver the Hills and far away, 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid awaye - 


Now Joch was a bony Lad, 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now poor Man he's e' en gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 
Young Joch was a Piper's Son, 
And fell in Love when he was young; 
But a' the Springs that he cou'd play, 
Wasoler the Hills and far away, 

And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


He ſung when firſt my Jenny's Face 
I ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd ſac fu' of Grace, 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now alas! with Sorrow kill'd. 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
*T wad put an end to my deſpair, 
Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the Winter-wind. 

And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


Ah! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal Wae, 
T hat for her Sake I undergae, 

She coudna chuſe but grant Relief, 
And put an Endto a' my Griet : - 
But oh! ſheis as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a' my Sighs and Care; 


(187 ) 
But ſhe triumphs in proud Diſdain, 


And takes 4 Pleaſure in my Pain. 
And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


Hard was my Hap to fa' in Love, 

With ane that does ſo faithleſs prove. 

Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 

That has my conſtant Heart betray'd. 

A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 

She wad be true for evermair; 

But to my Grief alake I ſay, 

She ſtaw my Heart, and ran away. 
And it's oer the Hills, &c, 


Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 
] maun gae wahder for her ſake, 
And, inilk Wood and gloomy Grove, 
Vl ſighing ſing, Adieu to Love; 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 
I'll never truſt a Woman more: 
Frae a' their Charms I'll flee away, 
And on my Pipe Pl ſweetly play. 
O'er Hills and Dales, and far away, 
Out oer the Hills and far away, 
Out oer the Hills and far away 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid away. Z; 
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Jenny Nettles. 


AW ye Jenny Nettles, 


Jenny Nettles, Fenny Nettles, 
Saw ye Fenny Nettles 


Coming frac the Market 3. - 
Bag 
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Bag and Baggage on ber Back, 
Her Fee and Bountith in her Lap; 


Bag and Baggage on her Back, 
And a Babie in her Oxter. 


I met ayont the Kairny, 

Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, . 
Singing till her Bairny, 

Robin Raitle's Baſtard ; 

To flee the Dool upo' the Stool, 
And ilka ane that mocks her, 
She round about ſeeks Robin out, + 

To ſtap it in his Oxter, 


Fy, fy! Robin Rattle, 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle; 
Fy, fy! Robin Rattie, 

Uſe Jenny Nettles kindly : 
Score out the Blame, and ſhun the Shame, 
And without mair Debate o't, : 
Take hame your Wain, make Jenny fain, 

The leal and leeſome Gate ot... 


Jocty's fou and Jenny's fain. 


CR x fou, Jenny fain, 
Jenny was na ill to gain, 
She was couthy, he was kind, 
And thus the Wooer tell'd his Mind - 


Jenny I'll nae mair be Nice, 
Gi'e me Love at ony Price; . 


— 
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I winna prig for Red or Whyt, 
Love alane can gi'e Delyt. 


Others ſeek they kenna what, 

In Looks, in Carriage, and a' that: 
Give me Love, for her I court: 
Love in Love makes a' the Sport. 


Colours mingl'd unco fine, 
Common Motives lang ſinſyne, 
Never can engage my Love, 
Until my Fancy firſt approve. 


It is na Meat but Appetite 

That makes our Eating a Delyt; 

Beauty is at beſt, Deceit; 

Fancy only kens nae Cheat, Q. 
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Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 


W HEN Phæbus bright the Azure Skies 
With golden Rays enlightneth, 
Fe makes al! Nature's Beauties riſe, 
Herbs, Trees, and Flowers he quickneth: 
Amongſt all thoſe he makes his.Choice, 
And with Delight goes thoraw, 
With radiant Beams and Silver Streams, 
Are Leader Haughs and Yarrow. . | 


When Aries the Day and Night, 
In equal Length divideth, 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his Flight, 
Nae longer he abideth ; . 
ad Then” 
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Then Fora Queen, with Mantle green, 
C aſts aff her former Sorrow, 

And vows to dwell with Ceres ſell, 
In Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


Pan playing on his Aiten Reed, 
And Shepherds him attending, 
Do here reſort their Flocks to feed, 
The Hills and Haughs commending; 
With Cur and Kent upon the Bent, 
Sing to the Sun, Good-morrow, 
And ſwear nae Fields mair Pleaſures yield, 
Than Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


An Houſe there ſtands on Leader Side, 
Surmounting my deſcriving, 

With Rooms ſac rare, and Windows fair, 
Like Dedalus' contriving: 

Men paſſing by, do aiten cry, 
In ſoothit hath nae Marrow; 

It ſtands as ſweet on Leader Side, 
As New-wark does on Yarrow. 


A Mile below wha liſts to ride, 
They'll hear the Mavis ſinging z 
Into St. Leonard's Banks ſhe'll bide, 
Sweet Birks her Head o'er hinging 2 
The Lintwhite loud, and Progne proud, 
With tuneful Throats and narrow, 
Into St. Leonard's Banks they ſing, 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow, 


The Lapwing lilteth o'er the Lee, 
With nimble Wings ſhe ſporteth, . 

But vows ſhe'll flee far frae the Tree 
Where Philome! reſorteth: 
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By Break of Day the Lark can ſay, 

I'll bid you all good-morrow, 
Il ſtreek my Wing, and mounting ſing, 
O'er Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 


Park, Wantan-waws, and Wooden-cleaugh, 
The Eaſt and Weſtern Mainſes, 

The Wood of Lauder's fair eneugh, 
The Corns are good in Blainſhes, 

Where Aits are fine, and fald be kind, 
That if ye ſearch all thorow 

Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader Haughs or Yarrow, 


In Burn, Mill-bog, and Whitlade Shaws, 
The fearful Hare ſhe haunteth, 

Brig-haugh, and Brade-woed-ſhiel ſhe knaws; 
And Chapel-wood frequenteth : 

Yet when ſhe irks, to Kazdſly Birks 
She rins, and ſighs for Sorrow, 

That ſhe ſhou'd leave ſweet Leader Ham ho, 
And cannot win to Yar row, 


What ſweeter Muſick wad ye hear, 
Than Hounds and Beigles crying? 

The ſtarted Hare rins hard with Fear, 
Upon her Speed relying 

But yet her Strength it fails at length 
Nae Beilding can ſhe borrow 

In Serrel's Field, Cleckman or Hag's, 
And ſighs to be in Yarrow, 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spoty, Shag, 
___ With Sight and Scent purſue her, 
Till ah! her Pith begins to flag, 


Nae Cunning can reſcue her- 


O'er 
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Ober Dub and Dyke, o'er Seugh and Syke 


She'll rin the Fields all thorow, 
Till fail'd ſhe fa's in Leader Haugin, 
And bids farewel to Yarrow. 


Sing Eſington and Cowden-knows, 
Where Homes had anes commanding , 

And Dry-grange with thy milk-white Ews, 
*Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding : 

The Bird that flees throw Reedpath Trees, 
And Gledſwood Banks ilk Morrow, 

May chant and ſing, ſweet Leader Hanghs, 
And bony Howms of 'Yarrow, 


But minſtrel Burn cannot aſſwage 


His Grief, while Life endureth, 


To ſee the changes of this Age, 


That fleeting Time procureth; 


For mony a Place ſtands in hard Caſe, 


Where blyth Fowk kend nae Sorrow, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader Side, 
And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow. 
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For the Sake of Somebody. 


Lo the Sake of Somebody, 


For the Sake of Somebody, 
I cou'd wake a Winter Night, 
For the Sake of Somebody, 
I am gawn to ſeek a Wife, 
I am gau to buy a Plaidy; 
I have three Stane of Woo, 
Carling, is thy Doughter ready ? 
For the Sake of Somebody, & e. 


Bet 195 
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Betty, Lafſy, ſay't thy ſell, 


Tho thy Dame be ill to ſnoo, ; 
Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll tell, — 
Let her flyte and ſyne come too: 
What ſignifies a Mither's Gloom, 
When Love and Kiſſes come in play? 
Shou'd we wither in our Bloom, 
And in Summer make nae Hay? 


For the Sake of, &c. 


SHEs 

Bony Lad, Fcarena by, 

Tho' I try my Luck with thee, 
Since ye are content totye 

The Haff. mark Bridal Band wi' me; 
Pll flip hame and waſh my Feet, 

And ſteal on Linnings fair and clean, 
Syne at the tryſting Place we'll meet, 

To do but what my Dame has done. 
For the Sake of, & c. 


* 1 4 * RS. — T 1 8 7 bs 
„ 1 — ng _ n 8 1 1 on 
SY ran EE - * 
F =. 2 3 . . 4 


Hr. 
Now my lovely Betty gives 
Conſent in ſic a heartſome Gate, 
It me frac a' my Care relieves, 
And Doubts that gart me aft look blate ; 
Then let us gang and get the Grace, 
For they that have an Appetite 
Shou'd eat: And Lovers ſhou'd embrace; 
If theſe be Faults, 'tis Nature's Wyte. 


For the Sake of, &c. 


. 
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| Ivorland Jocky and Southland Jenny. 


A Southland Jenny that was right bony, 1 
Had for a Suitor a Norland Johny; 
But he was ſican a baſhfu' Wooer, 
U That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her, 
| TillBlinks of her Beauty and Hopes o'her Siller, 
1 Forc'd him at laſt to tell his Mind till her. 
44 My Dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can loo me, let's o'er the March, and marry. 
SHE, 
Come, come away then, my Norland Laddie, 4 
| Tho' we gang neatly, ſome are mair gawdy 
And abeit I have neither Gowd nor Money, 
| Come, and I'll ware my Beauty on thee, 
| HE. 
| YeLaſles of the South, ye'er a' for dreſſing; 
Laſſes of the North mind milking and threſſing: 
My Minny wad be angry, and ſae wad my Daddy, 
Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a Lady. 
For I maun hae a Wiſe that will riſe in the Morning, 
Crudle a' the Milk, and keep the Houſe a ſcaulding, 
Toolie with her Nibours, and learn at my Minny, 
A Norland Focky maun hae a Norland Jerry, 
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SHE, 
| My Father's only Daughter and twenty thouſand Pound, 
4 Shall never be beſtow'd on lic a ſilly Clown; 
F For a' that I ſaid was to try what was in ye, 
| Gae hame ye Norland Joch, and court your Norland 
| Jenny. Z. 
S 
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The auld yellow-hair'd Ladie. 


x yellow-hair'd Ladie ſatdown on yon Brae, 
Crys, milk the Es Laſly, let nane of them gae 

And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 

The yellow-hair'd Ladie (hall be my Goodman. 

And ay ſhe milked, &c. 


The Weather is cauld; and my Claithing is thin; 
The Ews are new clipped, they winna bught in 
They winna bught in tho' I ſhou'd die, 

O yellow-hair'd Ladie, be kind to me: 

They winna bughtin, &c, 


The Goodwife cries butt the Houſe, Jenny, come ben, 
The Cheeſe is to mak, and the Butter's to kirn. 


Tho' Butter and Cheeſe, and a' ſhould ſour, 

vll crack and kiſs wi' my Love ae haff Hour; 

It's ae haft Hour, and we's een mak it three, 
For the yellow-hair'd Ladie my Husband ſhall be; 
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SON G, 


To the Tune of, BooTH's Minuet. 


"AIR, Sweet and Young, receive a Prize, 
Reſerv'd for your victorious Eyes: 
From Crowds whom at your Feet you ſee; 
Oh! pity, and diſtinguiſh me. 
1 No 
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No Graces can your Form improve; 
But all are loſt unleſs you love: 
It that dear Paſſion you disdain, 
Your Charms and Beauty are in vain. 


K 


79 GENEROUS GENTLEMAN. - 


A SANG, to the Tune of, The bony Laſs of Brankſom, 


SI came in by Nviot Side, 
And by the Braes of Brankſom, 
There firſt I ſaw my bony Bride, 
Young, ſmiling, ſweet and handſom: 
HerSkin was ſafter than the Down, 
And white as Alabaſter; 
Her Hair a ſhining wavy Brown; 
In Straightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 


Life glow'd upon her Lip and Cheek, 
Her clear Een were ſurpriſing, 

And beautitully turn'd her Neck, 
Her little Breaſts juft rifing : 

Nae Silken Hoſe, with Gooſhets fine, 
Or Shoon with glancing Laces, 

On her fair Leg, forbad to ſhine, 
Well ſhapen native Graces. 


Ac little Coat, and Bodice white, 
Was Sum of a' her Claithing; 

Even theſe o'er mickle; mair Delyte 
She'd given cled wi naithing: 


(197) 
She dean'd upon a flowry Brae 
By which a Burny troted; 
On her Iglowr'd my Saul away, 
X. { While on her Sweets I doated. 


» 'AthouſandBeautiesof Deſert, 

f Before had ſcarce allarm'd me, 

Till this dear Artleſs ſtruck my Heart, 
And bot deſigning, charm'd me. 

Hurry'd by Love, cloſe to my Breaſt 
I graſp'd this Fund of Bliſſes; 

Wha ſmil'd, and ſaid, without a Prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nought but Kiſſes. 
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I had nae Heart to do her Harm, 
And yet I coudna want her; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka Charm 
Of hers pled, I ſhould grant her. 
Since Heaven had dealt to me a Rowth, 
Straight to the Kirk I led her, 
There plighted her my Faith and Trowth, 
And a young Lady made her, 
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The happy Clown. 


4 H O W happy is the Rural Clown, 
: Who, far remoy'd from Noiſe of Town, 
Contemns the Glory of a Crown, 
And, in his ſafe Retreat, 
Is pleaſed with his low Degree, 
Is rich in decent Poverty, 
From Strife, from Care and Bus'neſs free, 
At once baith good and great: 
; 12 No 


She 
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No Drums diſturb his Morning Sleep; 
He fears no Danger of the Deep, 
Nor noiſy Law, nor Courts ne et heap 
Vexation on his Mind : 
No Trumpets rouze him to the War, 
No Hopes can bribe, no Threats can dare; 
From State-Intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth unconfin'd, 


Like thoſe in golden Ages born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall paternal Fields of Corn, 
And on their Product feeds: 

Each Seaſon of the wheeling Vear; 

Induſtrious he improves with Care 3 

And ſtill ſome ripen'd Fruits appear, 
So well his Toil ſueceeds. 


Now by a Silver Stream he lies, 
And angles with his Baits and Flies, 
And next the Silyan Scene he tries, 
His Spirits to regale: 
Now from the Rock or Height he views 
His fleecy Flock, or teeming Cows, 
Then tunes his Reed, or tries his Muſe, 
That waits his honeſt Call, 


Amidft his harmleſs eaſy Joys, 

No Care his Peace of Mind deſtroys, 

Nor does he paſs his Time in Toys, 
Beneath his juſt Regard : 

He's fond to feel the Zephyr's Breez, 

To plant and ſned his tender Trees; 

And for attending well his Bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet Re ward. 


The 
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The flowry Meads, and ſilent Coves, 

The Scenes of faithful rural Loves, 

And warbling Birds on blooming Groves, 

Alford a wiſn'd Delight: 

But O!] how pleaſant is his Life, 

© Bleſt with a chaſte and virtuous Wife, 

And Children pratling, void of Strife, 
Around his Fire at Night! 
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8 Willy was a wanton Wag. 


ILL T was a wanton Wag. 

The blytheſt Lad that e er I ſaw, 
At Bridals ſtill he bore the Brag, 
4 And carried ay the Gree awa' : 
His Doublet was of Zetland Shag, 
4 And wow! but Willy he was braw, 


And at his Shouder hang a Tag, 
4 That pleas'd the Laſſes beſt of a. 


He was a Man without a Clag, 
His Heart was frank without a Flaw, 
And ay whatever Milly ſaid, 
It was ſtill haden as a Lay. 
His Boots they were made of the Jag, 
When he went to the Weapon-Shaw, 
Upon the Green nane durſt him brag, 
The Feind a ane amang them a7. 


| And was not Willy well worth Gowd ? 
1 He wan the Love of Great and Sma' ; 
Por after he the Bride had ki(s'd, 
He kiſs d the Laſſes hale · ſale a', 
r Sae 
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Sze merrily round the Ring they row'd, 
When be the Hand he led them a', : 

And Smack on Smack on them beſtow'd, 
By Virtue of aſtanding Law, 


And was na Willy a great Loun, 
As ſhyre a Lick as e er was ſeen? 
When he danc'd with the Laſſes round, 


The Bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had beef. 


Quoth ily, I've been at the Ring, 

With bobbing, faith my Shanks are fair ; 
Gae ca' your Bride and Maidens in, 

For Willy, he dow do nae mair, 


Then reſt ye, Willy, VII gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the Ring, 

But, Shame light on his ſouple Snout, 
He wanted Willy's wanton Fling, 

The ſtraight he to the Bride did fare, 
Says, well's me on your bony Face, 

With bobbing Willy's Shanks are fair, 
And I am come to fill his Place, 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the Dance, 
And at the Ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs like Willy ye advance; 
(O! Willy has a wanton Leg) 
For wi't he learns us a' to ſteer, 
And foremoſt ay bears up the Ring; 
We will find nae ſick dancing here, 
If we want Willy's wanton Fling, 
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CLELIA's Refleftions on hey ſelf for 
lighting Philander's Love. 


To the Tune of, The Gallant Shoe-maker. 


* 
* %* 
* 


3 O UN G Philander woo'd me lang, 


But I was peeviſn, and forbid him, 
I wadna tent his loving Sang, 
But now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him: 
Ilk Morning when I view my Glaſs, 
Then I perceive my Beauty going; 
And when the Wrinkles ſeize the Face, 
Then we may bid adicu to wooing, 


My Beauty, anes ſae much admii'd, 
I find it fading faſt, and flying ; 
My Cheeks, which Coral like appeai'd. 
Grow pale, the broken Blood decaying : 
Ah! we may ſee our ſelves to be 
Like Summer-Fruit that is unſhaken, 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, 
And by Corruption quickly taken, 


Uſe then your Time, ye Virgins fair, 
Employ your Day before *tis evil; 
Fifteen is a Seaſon rare, 
But five and twenty is the Devil. 
Juſt when ripe, conſent unto't, 
Hug nae mair your lanely Pillow; 
Women are like other Fruit, 
They loſe their Reliſh when too mellow. 


If Opportunity be loſt, 
You'll find it hard to be regained, 


Which now I may tell to my Coſt, 
Tho but my ſell nane can be blamed : . 


I 4 if 
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if rhen your Fortune you reſpect, 
Take the Occaſion when it offers, 
Nor a true Lover's Suit neglect, 
Leſt ye be ſcoff d for being Scoffers. 


I, by his fond Expreſſions, thought 

That in his Love he'd ne'er prove changing z 
But now, alas! tis turn'd to nought, 

And, paſt my Hope, he's gane aranging, 
Dear Maidens, then take my Advice, 

And let na Coyneſs prove your Ruin 
For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, 

| Your Suiters will give over wooing. 


Then Maidens auld you nam'd will be, 
And in that fretfu' Rank be number'd 
As lang as Life; and when ye die, 
With leading Apes be ever cumber'd ; 
A Puniſhment, and hated Brand, 
With which nave of us are contented ; 
Then be not wiſe behind the Hand, 
That the Miſtake may be prevented. 


— — — ——ͤ—— 


The young Ladies Thanks, to the repenting Vir- 
gin, for her ſeaſonable Advice. 


O Virgin kind! we canna tell 

How many many Thanks we owe you, 
For pointing out to us ſae well, 

Theſe very Rocks that did o'erthrow you; 
And we your Leſſon tae ſhall mind, 

Tnat e*en tho? a' our Kin had ſwore it, 
E'er we ſhall be an Hour behind, 
We'll take a Year or twa before it, 


Well 
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We'll catch all Winds blaw in our Sails; 
And till keep out our Flag and Pinnet ; 
If young Philander anes affails 
To ſtorm Loves Fort, then he ſhall win it: 
We may indeed, for Modeſty, 
Preſent our Forces for Reſiſtance; 
But we ſhall quickly lay them by, 
And contribute to his Aſſiſtance. 


— 
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The Step-Daughter's Relief. 


To the Tune of, The Kirk was let me be. . 


Was anes a well tocher'd Laſs, 
My Mither left Dollars to me 

But now I am brought to a poor Paſs, - 

My Step-Dame has gart them flee, 
My Father he's aften frac hame, 

And ſhe plays the Deel with his Gear, 
She neither has Lateth nor Shame, 

And keeps the hale Houle in a Steer. 


She's barmy fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine ; 
While hungry, haf naked and cauld, 
I ſee her deſtroy what's mine: 
But ſoon J might hope a Revenge, 
And ſoon of my Sorrows be free, 
My Poortith to Plenty wad change, 
If ſhe were hung up on a Tree. 
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Quoth Ningan, wha lang time had loo'd 
This bony Laſs tenderly, 

I'll tak the, ſweet May, in thy Snood, 
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me. 

Tis only your ſell that I want, 
Your kindneſs is better to me, 

Than a' that your Step-mother, ſcant 
Of Grace, now has taken frae thee. 


I'm but a young Farmer, its true; 

And ye are the Sprout of a Laird; 
But I have Milk-Cattle enow, 

And Rowth of good Rucks in my Tard. 
Ye fall have naithing to faſh ye, 

Sax Servants (all jouk to thee 2. 
Then kilt up thy Coats, my Laſſie, 

And gae thy ways hame with me. 


The maiden her Reaſon imploy'd, 
Not thinking the Offer amiſs, 
Conſented ;-—while Ringan o'erjoy'd, 
Receiy'd her with mony a Kiſs. 
And now ſhe ſits blythly ſingan, 
And joking her drunken Step-dame,. 
Delighted with her dear Rirgan, . 
That makes her Good - wife at hame. 


Jeany, where has thou been. 


Yeany, Feany, where has thou been, 
() Father and Mother are ſeeking of thee, 


Ye have been ranting, playing the Wanton,. 


Keeping of Focky Company. 
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O Betty, Poe been to hear the Mill clack 
Getting Meal ground for the Familie, 
As fow as it gade Ibrang hame the Sack, 
For the Miller has taken nae Mowter frae me. 


Ha! Yeany, Yeany, there's Meal on your Back, 
The Miller's a wanton Billy, and flee, 


Tho' Victuals come hame again hale, what reek, 


I fear he has taken his Mowter off thee. 
And Betty, ye ſpread your Linen to bleech, 

When that was done, where cou'd you be? © 
Ha! Laſs, I ſaw ye ſlip down the Hedge, 

And wanton Willy was following ther. 


Ay Yeany, Jeany, ye gade to the Kirk; 
But when it skail'd, where cou'd thou be, 
Ve came nae hametill it was mirk, 
They ſay the kiſſing Clerk came w'ye. 
O lilly Laſſie, what will thou do? 
If thou grow great, they'll heez thee high, 
Look to your ſell, if Jock prove true: 
The Clerk frae Creepies will keep me free, Q. 


8 G N 6. 


To the Tune, Laſt time I came ver the Moor. 


YE blytheſt Lads and Laſſes gay, - 
Hear what my Sang diſcloſes ; 
As Jae Morning ſleeping lay, 
Upon a Bank of Roſes, 
Young Jamie whisking o'er the Mead, 
By good- luck chanc'd to {py me; 
He took his Bonnet aft his Head, 


And ſaftly ſat down by me. 
Joie 
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Jamie tho' I right meikle priz'd, 
Yetnowl wadna ken him 
But with a Frown my Face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend 1 11 : 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my Side down lying, 
His beating Heart thumped ſae faſt, 
I thought the Lad was dying. 


But till reſolving to deny, 
An angry Paſſion feigning, 
1 aften roughly ſhot him by, 
With Words full of diſdaining. 
Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae Favour wins, 
Went aff much diſcontented; 
But I in truth for a* my Sins, 
Ne'er haf ſae ſais repented, T. 


The Cock Laird. 


Cock Laird fou cadgie, 
With Jenny did meet, 

He haws'd her, he kils'd her, 

And ca'd her his Sweet. 
Wilt thougae alang 

W? me, Fenny, Fenny? ? 
Thou'ſe be my ain Lemmane, 

Jo Jenny, quoth he. 


It Igae alang w'ye, 
Ve mauna fail, 

To feaſt me with Cadells 
And good Hacket-Kail. 


The 
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The Deel's in your Nicety, 
Jenny, quoth he, 
Mayna Bannocks of Bear-meal 

Be as good for thee. 


And I maun hae Pinners, 
With Pearlings ſet round, 
Askirt of Puddy, 
And a Waſtcoat of brown. 
Awa with ſic Vanities, 
Jenny, quoth he, 
For Kurchies and Kirtles 
Are fitter for thee. 


My Lairdſhip can yield me 
As meikle a Year, 
As had us in Pottage 
And good knockit Beer: 
But having nae Tenants, . 
O Jenny, Jenny, 
To buy onght I ne'er have 
A Penny, quoth he. 


The Borowſtoun Merchants 
Will ſell ye on Tick,” | 
For we maun hae braw things, 
Abeit they ſoud break. . 
When broken, frae Care 
The Fools are ſet free, 
When we make them Lairds 
In the Abbey, quoth ſhe, 
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The Soger Laddie. 


A Y Soger Laddie 
Is over the Sea, 

And he will bring Gold 

And Money to me; 
And when he comes hame, 

He'll make me a Lady, 
My Bleſſing gang with 

My Soger Laddie, 


My doughty Laddie 


Is handſome and braye,. 


And can as a Soger 

And Lover behave. 
True to his Country, 

To Love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare 


With my Soger Laddie. 


Shield him ye Angels 

Frae Death in Alarms, 
Return him with Laurels 

To my langing Arms. 
Syne frae all my Care 


Yell pleaſantly free me, 


When back to my Wiſhes 
My Soger ye gie me, 


O ſoon may his Honours 


Bloom fair on his Brow, 


As quickly thy muſt, 
It he get his duc ; 


For 
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For in noble Actions 
His Courage is ready, 


Which makes me delight 


In my Soger Laddie. 


— 


The ARCHERs March. 


0? UND, ſound the Muſick, ſound it, 
Let Hills and Dales rebound it: 
Let Hills and Dales rebound it, 
In Praiſe of Archery: 
Its Origin divine is; 
The Practice brave and fine is, 


Which generouſly inclines us 


To guard our Liberty. 


Art by the Gods imployed, 

By which Heroes enjoyed, 

By which Heroes enjoyed 
The Wreaths of Victory. 

The Deity of Parnaſſus, .. 

The God of ſoft Careſſes, 

Chaſte Cynthia and her Laſles, 
Delight in Archery, 


See, ſee yon Bow extended! 
"Tis Jove himſelf that bends it, 
Tis Fove himſelf that bends it, 
O'er Clouds on high it glows, 
All Nations, Turks and Parthians, 
The Tartars and the Scythians, 
The Arabs, Moors and Indians, 
With Bravery draw their Bows, 


Our 


208 
Our own true Records tell us, 
That none cou'd e' er excel us, 
That none cou'd e' er excel us, 
| In martial Archery: 
With Shafts our Sires engaging, 
Oppos'd the Romans raging, 
| Deleat the fierce Norwegian, 
And ſpared few Danes to flee, 


| Witneſs Largs and Loncartie; 
| Dunkel and Aberlemny, | 
q Dunkel and Abarlemny, - | 

| Rofline and Bannockburn, 


— — ͤ — _= 


| Largs, Where the Norwegians headed by their valiant 
| King Haco, were in Anno 1263, totally defeat by Alex- 4 
| ander III. King of Scots; the heroick Alexander, Great= | j 

Steward of Scotland, commanded the right Wing. | 
| Loncartie, near Perth, where King Kenneth III. ob- 
i tained the Victory over the Danes, . which was princi- 
; ally owing to the Valour and Reſolution of the firſt 
5 rave Hay, and his two Sons. 

Dunkel, here, and in Kyle, and on the Banks of Tay, 
our great King Corbredus Galdus in three Battles over- 
threw 30000 Romans in the Reign of the Emperor Domi- N 
ian. | 2 

Aberlemny, four Miles from Brechin, where Ki 
Malcolm 11. obtained a glorious Victory over the unite 
Armies of Danes, Noruegians and Cumbrians, & c. com- 
manded by Sueno King of Deumarł, and his warlike Son 
Prince Canute, | | 

Roſline, within five Miles Sow h of Edinburgh, where 
10000 Scots, led by Sir John Cumin and Sir Simon Frazer, 
del eat in three Battles in one Day 30000 of their Ene- 
mies, 47:20 1303, 

The Battles oi Banvockhurn and Chiviot, &c, are ſo 

well known, that they require no Notes. 
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The Chiviots —all the Border, 
Where Bowmen in brave Order, 
Told Enemies, if furder 
They mov'd, they'd ne'er return, 


Sound, ſound the Muſick, ſound it, 
Let Hills and Dales rebound it, 
Let Hills and Dales rebound it, 

In Praiſe of Archery. 
Us'd as a Game it pleaſes, 
The Mind to Joy it raiſes, 
And throws off all Diſeaſes 

Of lazy Luxury, 


Now, now our Care beguiling, 
When all the Year looks ſmiling, 
When all the Year looks ſmiling, 
With healthful Harmony: 
The Sun in Glory glowing, 
With Morning Dew beſtowing, 
Sweet Fragrance, Life, and Growing, 
To Flowers and every Tree. 


Tis now the Archers royal, 


An hearty Band and loyal, 


An hearty Band and loyal, 
That in juſt Thoughts agree, 
Appear in antient Bravery, 
Deſpiſing all baſe Knavery, 
Which tends to bring in Slavery, 
Souls worthy to live free. 


Sound, ſound the Muſi ck, ſound it, 
Fill up the Glaſs and round wi't, 
Fill up the Glaſs and round wi't, 


Health and Proſperity, 
T' our 
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T' our great CHE F and Officers, 
T' our Preſident and Counſellors :. 
To all who like their brave Forbears, 
Delight in Archery, 


An ODE o Mr. F- 
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Sol vitur acris hiems, — HOR. 


OW Gowans ſprout and Lavrocks ſing, 1 
And welcome Weſt-winds warm the Spring, 4 

O'er Hill and Dale they ſaftly blaw, 
And drive the Winter's Cauld awa'. 
The Ships lang gyzen'd at the Peer, 
Now ſpread their Sails and ſmoothly ſteer, 
The Nags and Nowt hate wiſen'd Strae, 
And frisking to the Fields they gae; 
Nor Hynds wi Elſon and Hemp Lingle, 
Sit ſolling Shoon out o'er the Ingle. 
Now bonny Haughs their Verdure boaſt, 
That late were clade wi” Snaw and Froſt. 
With her gay Train the Paphian Queen 
By Moon-light dances on the Green; 
She leads, while Nymphs and Graces ſing,. 
And trip around the Fairy Ring. 
Mean time poor Vulcan hard at Thrift, 
Gets mony a ſair and heavy Lift. 
Whilſt rinnen down, his haff blind Lads 
Blaw up the Fire, and thump the Goals. 


Now leave your Fiſted on the Dew, 
And bus ye'rſe\in Habit new: 
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Be gratefuꝰ to the guiding Powers, 
And blythly ſpend your eaſy Hours. 
O canny F-—., tutor Time, 

And live as lang's ye'r in your Prime: 
That ill· bred Death has nae regard 
To King or Cottar, ora Laird : 

As ſoona Caſtle he'll attack, 

As Waws of Divots roof'd wi” Thack. 
Immediately we'll a' take Flight 

Into the mirk Realms of Night, 

As Stories gang, with Gaiſts to roam, 
In glowmie Pluto's gowſty Dome; 
Bid fair Good. day to Pleaſure ſyne 

Of bonny Laſſes and red Wine. 


Then deem ilk little Care a Crime, 
Dares waſte an Hour of precious Time, 
And ſince our Life's ſae unco ſhort, 
Enjoy it a-, ye've nae mair for't, 


* 
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Collection of Celebrated 
SONGS. 


SONG I. 


Nymph of the Plain, 
1 By a jolly young Swain, 
By a jolly young Swain, 
Was addreſs'd to be kind : 
But relentleſs I find 
To his Prayers ſhe appear'd, 
Tho' bimſelf he endear'd, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet. 


* * 


How much he ador'd her, 

How oft he implor'd her, * 

How oft he implor'd her | 
I cannot expreſs; | 
But he lov'd to Exceſs, 


And ſwore he would die, 

If ſhe would not comply, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſlion to meet, 


While 
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While Bluſhes like Roſes, 

Which Nature compoſes, 

W hich Nature compoſes, 

Vermilion'd her Face, 

With an Ardure and Grace, 

Which her Lover improv'd, 

When he found he had moy'd, 
In a Manner fo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet, 


When wak'd from the Joy, 

Which their Souls did employ, 

Which their Souls did employ ; 

From her ruby warm Lips, 

Thouſand Odours he ſi ps, 

At the Sight of her Eyes 

He faints and he dies, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet. 


But how they ſhall part, 
Now becomes all the Smart, 
Now becomes all the Smart, 
Till he vow'd to his Fair, 
That to eaſe his own Care, 
He would meet her again, 
And *till then be in Pain, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet, 


SONG 
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SONG II. 


8 ND home my long ſtray'd Eyes to me, 
Which ah! too long have dwelt on thee ; 
But if from thee they've learn'd ſuch Ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile, 
And then beguile, I 
Keep the Deceiyers, keep them til]. 


Send home my harmleſs Heart again, * 
Which no unworthy Thought could ſtain; 
But it it has been taught by thine, 
To forfeit both 
Its Word and Oath, 
Keep it, for then ' tis none of mine. 


Vet ſend me home my Heart and Eyes, 
That I may ſee and know thy Lyes, 
And laugh one Day perhaps when thon 
Shalt grieve for one 
Thy Love will ſcorn, 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


7 —ů — 


SONG III. 


WE I LST I fondly view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love I ſue, 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
Cupid, it you love me, do: 
Of a thouſand Sweets bereave her, 
Rob her Neck, her Lips and Eyes, 
The Remainder ſtill will leave her 
Power enough to tyrannize. 
Shape 
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Shape and Feature, Flame and Paſſien, 
Still in every Breaſt will move, 
More is Supererogation, 
Meer Idolatry of Love: 
You may dreſs a World of Chloes 
In the Beauties ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Cupid, who no Foe is 
To your Altars, or the Fair. 


Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made reply, 
Do Florella's Charms diſpleaſe you? 
Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die: 
Fancy not that I'll deprive her 
Of the captivating Store; 
Shepherd, no, Pllrather give her 
Twenty thouſand Beauties more, 


Were Florella proud and ſour, 
Apt to mock a Lover's Care; 

Juſtly then you'd pray that Power 
Shou'd be taken from the Fair: 

But tho” I ſpread a Blemiſh o'er her, 
No Relief in that you'll find; 

Still, fond Shepherd, you'll adore her, 
For the Beauties of her Mind. 


SONG VV. 


EN Years, like Troy, my ſtubborn Heart 
Withſtood th' Aſſault of fond Deſire 
But now, alas! I feel a Smart, 


Poor I, like Troy, am ſet on fire, 


With 


- 
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With Care we may a Pile ſecure, 

And from all common Sparks defend: 
But oh! who can a Houſe ſecure, 
When the celeſtial Flames deſcend, 


Thus was I ſafe, *till from your Eyes 
Deſtructive Fires are brightly given: 

Ah! who can ſhun the warm Surpriſe, 
When lo! the Light ning comes from Heaven: 


A. 


SONG V. 


1 (Wd ILS T I gaze onChlo trembling; 
Strait her Eyes my Fate declare 


When ſhe ſmiles, I tear diſſembling; 
When ſhe frowns, I then deſpair, 
Jealous of ſome Rival Lover, 
If a wandring Look ſhe give: 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I coneeal my Paſſion, 
Or the Torments I endure ? 
I will diſcloſe my Inclination: 
Awful Diſtance yields no Cure, 
Sure it is not in her Nature, 
To be cruel to her Slave; 
She is too divine a Creaturg 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſaye; 


Happy's he whoſe Inclination 
Warms but with a gentle Heat: 

Never mounts to raging Paſſion, 
Love's a Torment, if too great. 


When 
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When the Storm is once blown over, 


Soon the Ocean quiet grows; 


But a conſtant faithful Lover 


Seldom meets with true Repoſe. 


— 
— 


SONG VI. 


Y Days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little Birds that fly, | 
With careleſs Eaſe, from Tree tq Tree, 
Were but as bleſt as I. 


Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream; 
Or ask the flying Gales, if e'er 
I lent a Sigh to them. 


But now my former Days retire, 


And I'm by Beauty caught: 
The tender Chains of ſweet Deſire 


Are fix'd upon my Thought, 


An eager Hope within my Breaſt 


Does every Doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The Favourite of my Soul. 


Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 


Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 
Ye gentle Ecchoes, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love; 


Withall of Natiire, all of Art, 
Alliſt the dear Deſign, 
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O teach a young unpraftis'd Heart, 
To make her ever mine. 


The very Thought of Change L hate, 
As much as of Deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 


Tis true, the Paſſion in my Mind 

s mixt with ſoft Diſtreſs; 

Yet while the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 


—_ 
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SONG VII. 


LL in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-eyed Suſan came on board; 
Oh! where ſhall I my true Love find: 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
It my ſweet Milliam ſails among the Crew. 


Villiam, who high upon the Yard, 
Rock'd with the Billows to and fro; 
Soonas her well-known Voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his Eyes below: 
The Cord ſlides {wiftly thro” his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet Lark, high pois'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
(1f chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear ) 
And drops at once into her Neſt : 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſh Fleet 


Might envy Vialiam's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet, 
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O Suſan, Suſan, lovely Dear! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling Tear, 
We only Part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points at thee, 


Believe not whatthe Landmen ſay, 
ho tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind] 
They'll te 1, the Sailors when away, 
In every Port a Miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, belieye them when ther tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's Coaſt we (ail, 
Thy Eyes are ſeen in Diamonds bright, 
Thy Breath is Africi*s ſpicy Gale, 
Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white; 
Thus every beauteous Object that I view, 
Makes in my Soul ſome Charms of lovely Sue. 


Thoꝰ Battles call me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty S＋πſ an mourn; 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his Dear return: 
Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious Tears ſhould drop from Saſan's Eye? 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſy elling Boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard; 
They kiſs'd; ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his Head 3 
Her leſſenipg Boat unwilling rows to Land, 
Adieu, ſhe crys; and wav 'd her lilly Hand, 
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SONG VIIL 


WEET are the Charms of herl love, 
More fragrant than the damask Roſe, 
Softas the Down of Turtle Dove, 
Gentle as Winds when Zephyr blows, 
Refreſhing, asdeſcending Rains 
To ſun- burnt Climes, and thirſty Plains. 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun, 
Conſtant as gliding W aters roll, 
W hoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Moon 
From every other Charmer free, 
My Lite and Love ſhall follow thee, 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady Bowers 
Of verdant Spring, her Note renews; 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 


Nature muſt.change her beauteous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons riſe 
As Winter to the Spring gives place, 


Summer th' Approach of Autumn flies: 


No Change on Love the Seaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Mak es lofty Oaks and Cedars bow; 
And Marble Towers and Walls of Braſs 
In his rude March he levels low: 
Bur Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


Death 


Deatl 


Death only with his cruel Dart 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſt above; 
Where known to all his Kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 


Love and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born from Heaven together came : 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 
When dying Seaſons loſe their Name; 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Power, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 
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SONG 


AIR Iris and her Swain 
Were in a ſhady Bower, 
Where Thirſis long in vain 
Had ſought the happy Hour; 
At length his Hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy Breaſt, 
He ſaid, O! kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
U you would make me bleſt, 


IA1 . 


Au eaſy yielding Maid 
Zy truſt ing is undone, 


Our Sex is oft betray'd 


By granting Love too ſoon; 
If you deſire to gain me, 
| K 3 
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Your 
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Your Sufferings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 
THXIRS1s5S, 


The little Care you ſhow 
Of all my Sorrows paſt, 
Makes Death appear too ſlow, 
And Lite too long to laſt ; 
Oh Iris kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my Fate, 
Fair Iris, kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 
Be fore it be too late, 
IAIS. 


You fondly court your Bliſs, 
And no Advances make, 
Tis not for Maids to kiſs, 
But 'tis for Men to take: 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And 1 w:} not rebel, 
Thirſis may kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 
But never kiſs and tell, 
AK RE RNATTT HL 
And may I kiſs you kindly? 
Yes you may kiſs me kindly. 
And kindly ſtill and kindly ? 
And kindly ſtill and kindly. 
And will you not rebel ? 
And I w;ll not rebel. 
Then, Love, I'll kiſs thee kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 
But never kiſs and tell. 


SONG 
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A* bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And ſuch a Light diſcover, 

As may the abſent Sun ſupply, 

And chear the drooping Lover. 


Ariſe, my Day, with ſpeed ariſe, 
And all my Sorrows baniſh : 

Before the Sun of thy bright Eyes, 
All gloomy Terrors vaniſh. 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, 

And curſe the hoarded Treaſure: 
Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 

W hen you were made for Pleaſure ? 


The petty Powers of Hell deſtroy ; 
To ſave 's the Pride of Heaven: 

To you the firſt, if you prove coy; 
If kind, the laſt is given. 


The Choice then ſure's not hard to make, 
Betwixt a Good and Evil: 

W hich Title had you rather take, 
My Goddeſs, or, my Devil? 


SONG XL 


IE! Zjza, ſcorn the little Arts, 
F Which meaner Beauties uſe, 
Who think they ne'er ſecure our Hearts, 
Unleſs they ſtill refuſe : 
K 4 Are 
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Are coy and ſhy; will ſeem to frown 
To raiſe our Paſſion higher; 

But when the poor Delight is knows, 
It quickly palls Deſire. 


Come, let's not trifle Time away, 
Or {top you know not why; 

Your Bluſhes and your Eyes betray 
W hat Death you mean to die! 

Let all your Maiden-Fears be gone, 
And Love no more be croſt: 

'Ah! Liza, when the Joys are known, 
You'll curſe the Minutes paſt, 


SONG XIL 


E wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues, 
Theſe Wits are the Bane of your Charms: 
Beauty, play'd againſt Reaſon, will certainly loſe, 
Warring naked with Robbers in Arms, 


Young Damon deſpis'd for his Plainneſs of Parts, 
Has Worth that a Woman ſhould prize; 

He'll run the Race out, tho he heavily ſtarts, 
And 4d;ſtance the ſhort-winded 17/e, 


Your Fool is a Saint in the Temple of Love, 
And kneels all his Life there to pray ; 

Your W but looks in, and makes haſte to remove, 
Tis a Stage he but takes in his way. 


SONG 
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8 TELL A and Flavia every Hour, 
Do various Hearts ſurprize; 

In Stella's Soul lies all her Power, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes. 


More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd : 

All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a loyely Mind, 


Stella, like Britain's Monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated Lands; 

Like Eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren Sands. 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store: 


Thy Charms will every Day decreaſe, 


Each Day gives Stella more. 


__— — — 


S ON G XIV. 


F all the Girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley : 
There is no Lady inthe Land 

Is half ſo ſweet as Sally; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. F 
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Her Father he makes Cabbage-Nets, 
And thro' the Streets does cry *em ; 
Her Mother ſhe ſells Laces long, 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy 'em : 
But ſure ſuch Folks cou'd ne'*er beget 
So ſweet a Girl as Sally 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


When ſhe is by, Heave my Work, 
I love her fo ſincerely 

My Maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely . 

But let him bang his Belly full, 
I'll bear it all for Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley, 


Of all the Days are in the Week, 
I dearly love but one Day, 
And that's the Day that comes betwixr 
The Saturday and Monday; 
For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley, 


My Maſter carries me to Church,. 
And often am I blamed, 

Becauſe I leave him inthe Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named: 

I leave the Church in Sermon- Time, 
And flink away with Sau; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


When 
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When Chriſtmaſs comes about again, 

O! then 1 ſhall have Money; 

I'll hoard it up, and box it all, 

And give it to my Honey 
And wou'd it were ten thouſand Pound, 
1 I'd give it all to Sally; 

: Sheis the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


My Maſter and the Neighbours all 
Make Game of me and Sally, 
And (but for her) Id better be 
A Slave, and row a Galley: 
But when my ſeven long Years are out; 
ö O!] then I'll marry Sally, 
2? O! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 


But not in our Alley. 
3 — — 
SONG XV. 
F7 OULD you have a young Virgin of fifteen 
Years, 


You muſt tickle her Fancy with Sweets and Dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly ſweetly 
Sing a Love-Sonnet, and charm her Ears 
Wittily prettily talk her down, 
Chaſe her, and praiſe her, if fair or brown; 
Sooth her and {ſmooth her, 
And teaze her and pleaſe her, 
And touch but her Smicket, and all's your wn. 


Do you fancy a Widow, well known in Man, 
With a Front of Aſſurance come boldly on ; 
* Beathereach Moment, and briskly briskly 
Nut her in mind, how her Time ſteals on; 
„ 2 Rade 


Rattle and prattle altho? ſhe frown, 
Rouſe her and touſe her from Morn to Noon, 
And ſhew her ſome Hour 
You'll anſwer her Dower, 
And get but her Writings, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a Punk of a Humour free, 
That's kept by a Fumbler of Quality, 
You muſt rail at her Keeper, and tell her tell her, 
That Pleaſure's beſt Charm is Variety; 
Swear her much fairer than all the Town; 
Try her and ply her when Cully's gone, 
Dog her and jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a Guinea, and all's your own. 


SONG XVI. 


SH EF. 
AH Love! if a God thou wilt be, 
141 Do Juſtice in favour of me; 
For yonder approaching I ſee,. 
A Man with a Beard, 
Who, as Thave heard, 
Has often undone 
Poor Maidsthat have none, 
With ſighing and toying, 
And crying and lying, 
And ſuch kind of Foolery. 
| H E. 
Fair Maid, by your Leave, 
My Heart does receive 
Strange Pleaſure to meet you here; 
Pray tremble not ſo, 
Nor offer to go, 
I'll do you no harm I ſwear, 
n do you no harm Iſwear; SRE 
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S H E. 

My Mother is ſpinning at home, 

My Father works hard at the Loom, 
And we are a milking come; 

Their Dinner they want; 
Then pray ye, Sir, don't 
Make more ado on't, 

Nor give us Affront; 

We're none of the Town 
Will lie down for a Crown, 


Then away, Sir, and give us room. 
H E. 


By Phæbus and Jove, 
> By Honour and Love, 
: T'lldotheedear Sweet no harm 
— Ye'reas freſh as a Roſe, 
4 I want one of thoſe; 
Ah! how ſuch a Wife wou'd charm, 
Ah! how ſucha Wite _—_ charm ! 
H E, 
And can you then like the old Rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt and dull, 
And marry, and look like a Fool ; 
For I muſt be plain, 
All Tricks are in yain ; 
There's nothing can gain 
What you wou'd obtain, . 
Like moving and proving, . 
By wedding, true loving, 
My Leſſon I learnt at School. 
| HE. 
I'll do't by this Hand, R 
I've Houſes and Land, 
Eitate too in good Free-hold ; 
My Dear let us join, 
It all ſhall be thine, 
} Beſidesa good Purſe of Gold, | 
E Beſides a good Purſe of Gold. 3 RE. 
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S HE, 

You make me to bluſh now I vow ; 

Ah me! ſhall I baulk my Cow? 

But ſince the late Oath you have ſwore, 
Your Soul ſhall not be 
In Danger for me; 
I'll rather agree 
Of two to make three : 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 

And I'll ne'er go a milking more. 


SO N G XVII. 
AIDEN freſh as a Roſe, 


Take no Spouſe among Beaux, 

Fond of their raking Quality; 
He who wears a long Buſn, 

All powder'd down from his Pericrane, . 
And with Noſe full of Snuſh, 

Sauffles out Love in a merry Vein: 


Who, to Dames of high Place, 
Does prattle like any Parrot too ; 
Yet with Doxies a Brace 
At Night pigs in a Garret too; 
Patrimony out-run, 
To make a fine Show to carry thee : 
Plainly, Friend, thou'rt undone, . 
If ſuch a Creature marry thee, 


Then, for fear of a Bribe, 
Of flattering Noiſe and Vanity, 
Yoak a Lad of our Tribe, 
He'll ſhew the beſt Humanity: 


VI Young, buxom, and full of Jollity, 
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Flaſhy thou wilt find Love, 
In civil as well as ſecular ; 


But when Spirit doth move, 
We have a Gift particular. 


Tho our Graveneſs is Pride, 
That Boobies the more may venerate, 
He that gets a good Bride, 
Can jump when he's to generate: 
Off then goes the Diſguiſe, 
To Bed in his Arms he'll carry thee; 
3 Then, to be happy and wiſe, 
Take Yea and Nay to marry thee, 


— — 


SONG XVI. 


1 S T Sunday at Saint Fames's Pray'rs, 
The Prince and Princefs by, 

I, dreſs'd in all my Whale-bone Airs, 
Sat in a Cloſet nigh. 


I bow'd my Knees, I held my Book, 
Read all the Anſwers o'er ; 

But was perverted by a Look, 

ö W hich pierc'd me from the Door. 


* Tigh Thoughts of Heav'n I came to uſe, 

ö With the devouteſt Care; 

Which gay young Strephon made me loſe, 
And all the Raptures there. 


He wait to hand me to my Chair, 
And bow'd with courtly Grace; 

Bat whiſper'd Love into mine Ear, 
Too warm for that grave Placer 


Love, Love, ſaid he, by all ador'd,. 
My tender Heart has won : 

But I grew peeviſh at the Word, 
Deſir'd he might be gone, 


He went quite out of Sight, while I 
A kinder Anſwer meant; 

Nor did l for my Sins that Day, 
By halt ſo much repent, 


SONG XIX. 


1 VE, thou art the beſt of human Joys, 
Our chieteſt Happineſs below; 

All other Pleaſures are but Toys, 

Muſick without thee is but Noiſe, 
Beauty but an empty Show. 


Heaven, that knew beſt what Man cou'd move, 
And raiſe his Thought above the Brute, | 
Said, let him be, and let him love, | 
That only muſt his Soul improve, | 
Howe'er Philoſophers diſpute. 


— 
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SONG XX. 


D ESP AIRIN G beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid; 

And while a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſupported his Head, 
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The Wind that blew over the Plain, 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply; 
And the Brook in Return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! ſilly Swain that I was, 
(Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd) 
When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 
'Twere better by far I had dy'd : 
She talk'd, and I bleſt her dear Tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, it was Pleiſure too great; 
Iliſten'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever fo ſweet! 


How fooliſh was I to believe 

She could doat on ſo lowly a Clown, 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve, 

To forſake the fine Folk of the Town ? 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 

So kind and ſo conſtant would proye ; 
Or go clad like our Maidens in grey, 

Or live in a Cottage on Love? 


What tho' I have Skill to complain, 
Tho? the Muſes my Temples have crown'd, 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strains, 
The Virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah Colin! thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign, 
Thy Fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Mulick is ſweeter than thine, 


All you my Companions ſo dear, 
W ho ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid, 


Tho“! 


Tho? thro? the wide World J ſhould range, 
*Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly; 

*T was hers to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any Pity is found, 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground: 
The laſt humble Boon that I craye, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 


Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array : 
Be fineſt at every fine Show, 
And frolick it all the long Day: 
While Colin forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon, 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green. 
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SONG XXI. 


9 WAS when the Seas were roaring, 
With hollow Blaſts of Wind, 
A Damſel lay deploring, 
All on a Rock reclin'd. 
Wide ober the roaring Billows, 
She caſt a wiſhful Look; 
Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled oer the Brook, 
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Twelve Months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days; 
Why didſt thou yentrous Lover, 
ö Why didſt thou truſt the Seas? 
? Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt: 
Ah! what's thy troubled Motion, 
To that within my Breaſt? 


The Merchant robb'd of Treaſure, 
Views Tempeſts in Deſpair; 
I But what's the Loſs of Treaſure, 
To loſing of my Dear! 
Shou'd you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Diamonds grow, 
* You'd find a richer Maiden, 
Baut none that loves you ſo, 


Ho can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain; 

Why then beneath the Water 

Do hideous Rocks remain? 

No Eye theſe Rocks diſcover, 

— That lurk beneath the Deep, 

To wreck the wandring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her Dear, 
Repay'd each Blaſt with ſighing, 
Each Billow with a Tear : 
When o'er the white Waves ſtooping, 
His floating Corps ſhe ſpy'd; 
Then like a Lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her Head, and dy'd. 
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SONG XXII. 


> Emember, Damon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well; 

But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my Moan: 
To doleful Shades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
Where poor forſaken Nymphs are ſeen, 
Inlonely Walks of Willow-green, 


Upon my Dear's deluding Tongue, 

Such ſoft perſuaſive Language hung, 

That when his Words had Silence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an Angel ſpoke. 
Too happy Nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he; 

For oh! I fearit to my Coſt, 

She'as found the Heart that I have loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt Flower on Earth, 
ASnake may hide, or take its Birth; 

So his falſe Breaſt, conceal it did 

His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid. 
*Tis falſe to ſay, we happy are, 

Since Men delight thus to enſnare; 

In Man no Woman can be bleſt, 

Their Vowsare Wind, their Love a Jeſt. 


Ye Gods, in Pity to my Grief, 

Send me my Damon, or Relief ;. 

Return the wild delicious Boy, 

Whom once I thought my Spring of Joy: 


e ML ia 
I 2 J 1 * 


r 
3 


— — N 
Is © 73S — e 2 1 > 3 


But 


* _— N 3 "Ms "F a 
" Fs * by” an * 1 * +3 WY by 
" 8 yy wad 
r k 


( 237 ) 
But whilſt I'm begging of this Bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thus; 
IVhen Damon has enjoy d, he flies; 
Who ſees him, loves; who loves him, dies. 


There's not a Bird that haunts the Grove, 
But is a Witneſs of my Love: 

Now all the Bleeters on the Plain 

Seem Sympathizers in my Pain : 
Ecchoes repeat my plaintive Moans ; 
The Waters imitate my Groans ; 

The Trees their bending Boughs recline, 
And droop their Heads as I do mine. 


— 


— 


SONG XXII. 


N a Bahk beſide a Willow, 
Heaven her Covering, Earth her Pillow; 
Sad Amynta ſigh'd alone: 
From the chearleſs Dawn of Morning, 
Till the Dews of Night returning, 
Singing, thus ſne made her moan: 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Joys are vaniſh'd, £ 
Damon my Beloy'd is gone. 


Time, I dare thee todiſcoyer 
Such a Youth and ſuch a Lover: 
Oh, ſo true ſo kind was he! 
Damon was the Pride of Nature, 
Charming in his every Feature; 
Damon liv'd alone for me: 

Melting Kiſſes, 
Mars ring Bliſſes, 


Who o liy* 'da and loy* d as we? 
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Never ſhall we curſe the Morning, 
Never bleſs the Night returning, 
Sweet Embraces to reſtore; 
Never ſhall we both lie dying, 
Nature failing, Love ſupplying 
All the Joys he drain'd before: 
To befriend me, 
Death, come, end me, 
Love and Damon are no more. 


— — 


SONG XXIV. 


LEXIS ſhunn'd his fellow Swains, | ' 
Their rural Sports and jocund Strains, þ 
(Heaven guard us all from apid's Bow 3) 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocks, 
And wand'ring thro? the lonely Rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs Woe. 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame; 

The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek : 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly Tears, . 

He ſigh'd ; but could not ſpeak, 


Clarinda came among the tell, -- 
And ſhe too, kind Concern expreſt, 
And ask'd the Reaſori of his Woe; 
She ask'd; but with an Air and Mien, 
As made it eaſily foreſeenʒ 
She fear'd too much to know, 
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The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While I the cruel Truth reveal ; 
Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your Ear, 

But that you bid me tel], 


Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 

Since you appear'd upon the Plain; 
Youare the Cauſe of all my FIN . 

Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart; 

Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heart ; 
L love, and 1 deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 

Tis what I thought, 'tis what I fear'd; 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd : 

But you ſhall promiſe, n&er again 

To breathe your Vows, or ſ. peak your Pain; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd, 


SONG XXV, 


Wy? Y ſo pale and wan, fond Lover 


Prithee, why ſo pale? 
Will, when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail! 
Prithee, why ſo pale # 


Why 
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Why ſo dull and mute, young Sinner? 
Prithee, why ſo mute ? | 
Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing do't ? | 
Prithee, why ſo mute? 


Quit, quit for Shame, this will not moye; 
This cannot take her 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, 
Nothing can make her : | 
The Devil take her. c 4 


| n 
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SONG XXVI. N 


J Friend and [, 
We drank whole Piſs- pots 
Full of Sack up to the Brim: 
I drank to my Friend, 
And he drank his Pot, 
So we put about the Whim : 
Three Bottles and a Quart 
We ſwallow'd down our Throat, 


(But hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe ;) ] 
| Wie laid us all along, \ 
| With our Mouths unto the Bung, 

And tip'd whole Hogſheads off with Eafe. £ 
| I heard of a Fop | + l 
| That drank whole Tankards, . 
Stibd himſelf the Prince of Sots 1 
| But I ſay now, Hang 
f Such ſilly Drunkards, © 


| :  MelttheirFlagons, break their Pots, 
My Friend and I did join 1 
For a Cellar full of Wine, 


Aud 


an 8 
7 © 8 
e 


= 
x 


nd 


(241 ) 
And we drank the Vintner out of Door; 
We drank it all up 
In a Morning, at a Sup, | 
And greedily roy'd about for more, 


My Friend to me 
Did make this Motion, 
Let us to the Vintage skip. 
Then we imbark'd 
Upon the Ocean, 
Where we found a Spaniſh Ship, 


Deep laden with Wine, 


Which was ſuperfine, 
The Sailors ſwore five hundred Tun; 
We drank it all at Sea, 
E'er we came unto the Key, 
Aud the Merchant (wore he was quite undone, 


My Friend, not having 

Quench'd his Thirſt, 

Said, let's to the Vineyards haſte: 
Straight then we ſail'd 

To the Canaries, 

Which afforded juſt a Taſte; 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the Wine; 

Till Bacchus cry'd, hold ye Sots, or you die, 
And ſwore he never found 
In his univerſal Round, 

Such thirſty Souls as my Friend and I, 


Out fie! crys one, 
What a Beaſt he makes him, 
He can neither ſtand nor go: 
Out you Beaſt, you, 
Youre much miſtaken, 
When &er kney you a Beaſt drink (v ? | 
l Ls | "Tie 


1 T Soldiers fight for Prey or Praiſe, 
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"Tis when we drink the leaſt, ＋ 
That we drink moſt like a Beaſt; : 

But when we caroule it ſix in Hand 4 
Tis then, and only then, 4 


That we drink the moſt like Men, 
When we drink till we can neither go nor ftand, 


SONG XXVII. | 


And Money be the Miſer's Wiſh ; 
Poor Scholars ſtudy all their Days, 
And Gluttons glory in their Diſh : 
"Tis Wine, pure Wine revives ſad Souls ; 
Therefore fill us the chearing Bowls, 


Let Minions marſhal every Hair, 
And in a Lover's Lock delight, 
And artificial Colours wear 
Pure Wine is native red and white: 
Iis Wine, &c. 


The backward Spirit it makes brave, 

That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the Heart that loves to ſave, 

And Kindneſs flows from Cups brim-full; 


Some Men want Youth, and others Health, 


Done sand a Wife, and ſome a Punk, ; 
S Moy or it, and others Wealth; I 
| - 4172 that are drunk: 4 
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SONG XXVIII. 


4 ey my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Maggy, 
: And a' the roſie Laſſes milking on the Down: 
Adien the flow'ry Meadows, aft ſae dear to Focky, 
The Sports and merry Glee of Edinborow Town: 
Since French and Spaniſh Louns ſtand at Bay, 
And valiant Lads of Britain holdem Play, 
My Reap-hook I maun caſt quite away, 
And fight too like a Man, 
Among 'em, for our Royal Queen Anne. 


Each Carle of Iriſi Mettle battles like a Dragon; 
The Germans waddle, and ſtraddle to the Drum; 
The Italian and the Butter bowzy Hogan Mogan: 
Good- faith then Scorriſh Focky manna ly at hame: 
For ſince they are ganging to hunt Renown, f 
And ſwear they'll quickly ding auld Monſieur down, 
I'll follow for a Pluck at his Crown, 
To ſhew that Scotland can 
Excel em for our Royal Queen Anne. 


Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cudgelling Don Diego, 
With ſtrutting Raſcallions, 
And plundering the Galleons : 
Each brisk valiant Fellow 
Fought at Roxdondellow, 


* And thoſe who did meet 
5 With the Newfoundland Fleet; 
4 When, for late Succeſſes, 
| \ Which Furope confeſſes, 
4 At Land by our gallant Commanders; 
| The Dutch in ſtrong Beer, 
1 Shou'd be drunk for a Year, 


With their General's Health in Flanders. 
L 2 BONG 
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SONG XXIX. 


HE Ordnance a- board, 
| Such Joys does afford, 
As no Mortal, no Mortal, no Mortal, 
No Mortal e'er more can deſire: 
Each Member repairs, 
From the Tower to the Stairs, 
And by Water #huſh, and by Water Whufh, 
By Water they all go to Fire, 


Of each Piece that's a-ſhore, 
They ſearch from the Bore ; 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, 
To proving they go in fair Weather : 
Their Glaſſes are large, 
And whene'er they diſcharge, 
There's a Boo huzza, a Boo huzza, a Boo Huzza, 
Guns and Bumpers gooff together, 


Old Vulcan for Mars, 
Fitted Tools for his Wars, | 
To enable him, enable him, enable him, 
Enable him to conquer the faſter : 
But Mars, had he been 
U pon our Woolwich Green, 
To have heard Boo huzza, Boo huzza, Boo huzza, 
He'd have own'd great Marlborough his Maſter, 
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SONG XXX. 


EAV E off your fooliſh Prating, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 


But drink your Glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, 
The Bottle ſtands before ye; 
Fill it up to the Top, 


Let the Night with Mirth be crown'd, 


Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and Friendſhip ſtil] go round, 


If Claret be a Bleſling, 
This Night devote to Pleaſure ; 
Let worldly Cares, 
And State Aﬀairs, 
Be thought on at more Leiſure : 
Fill it up to the Top, 
Let the Night with joy be crown'd, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and Friendſhip ſtill go round. 


If any is ſo zealous, 

To be a Party-minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, 

And be of one Opinion: 


Fill your Glaſs, name your Laſs, 


See her Health go ſweetly round, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Let the Night with Joy be crown'd, 
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SONG XXXI. 


E'LL drink, and we'll never have done, Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sun, Boys, 
Let Apollo's Example invite us, 
For he's drunk every Night, 
That makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light ua 


Drinking's a Chriſtian Diverſion, 
Unknown to the Turk and the Perſtan : 
Let Mahometan Fools 
Live by Heatheniſn Rules, 
And dream o'er their Tea-pots and Coffee; 
While the brave Britons ſing, 
And drink Healths to their Xing, 
And a Fig for their Sultan and Yophy, 


15 


SONG XXXII. 


HIL E the Lover is thinking, 
With my Friend Ill be drinking, 
And with Vigour purſue my Delight; 
W hile the Fool is deſigning 
His fatal Confining, 
With Bacchus I'll ſpend the whole Night. 


With the God I'll be jolly, 
Without Madneſs and Folly, 
Fickle Woman to marry implore z 
Leave my Bottle and Friend, | | 
For ſo fooliſhan End! 
When 1 do, may I neyer drink more, 
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SONG XXXIII. 


F | Sg L T A, let not Pride undo you, 


Love and Life fly (wiftly on; 


Leet not Damon ſtill purſue you, 


Still in vain, till Love is gone: 


i See how fair the blooming Roſe is, 


See by all how juſtly pris'd ; 


But when it its Beauty loſes, 


See the wither'd Thing deſpis'd, 


When theſe Charms that Youth have len: you, 


Like the Roſes are decay'd, 


Selia, you'll too late repent you, 


And be torc'd to die a Maid! 


Die a Maid! die a Maid! die a Maid! 


Celia, you'll too late repent you, 


And be forc'd to die a Maid! 
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SONG XXXIV. 


LL range around the ſhady Bowers, 
1 And gather all the ſweeteſt Flowers; 
I'll trip the Garden and the Grove, 

To make a Garland for my Love. 


When in the ſultry Heat of Day, 
My thirſty Nymph does panting lie, 
I'll haſten to the Fountain's Brink, 
And drain the Stream that ſhe may drink, 


At Night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
A graſſy Bed I'll make my Love, 
And with green Boughs I'll form. a Shade, 
That nethipg may her Reſt invade, 
1 4 


And 
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And whilſt diſſolv'd in Sleep ſhelies, 
My ſelf ſhall neyer cloſe theſe Eyes. 
But gazing ſtill with fond Delight, 
I'll watch my Charmer all the Night. 


And then, as ſoon as chearful Day 
Diſpels the gloomy Shades away, 

Forth to the Foreſt I'M repair, 
And find Proviſion for my Fair. 


Thus will I ſpend the Day and Night, 
Still mixing Pleaſure with Delight; 
Regarding nothing I endure, 
So I can Eaſe for her procure, 5 


But if the Maid whom thus 1 love, 
Shou'd e'er unkind and faithleſs prove, 
Vil ſeek ſome diſmal diſtant Shore, 
And never think of Woman more, 
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SONG XXXV. 


E O' cruel you ſeem to my Pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true; 

Yet, Phillis, you love a falſe Swain, 

Who has other Nymphs in his View: 
Enjoyment'sa Trifle to him, 

To me what a Heaven it would be; 
To him but a Woman you ſeem, 

But ah you're an Angel to me. 


Thoſe Lips which he touches in Haſte, 
To them ] for ever could grow, 
Still elinging around that dear Waiſt, 


Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 
That 
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That Arm, like a Lilly ſo white, 
W hich over his Shoulders you lay, 
My Boſom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would preſs it all Day. 


Were Tlike a Monarch tp reign, 
Were Graces my Subjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell in a Cottage with thee : 
But if I muſt feel thy Diſdain, 
If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, . 
O! let me not live in this Pain, 
But give me my Death in a Frown. 


SONG XXXVI. 


| roſy Bowers, where ſleeps the God of Love, 
Hither, ye little waiting Czp:ds, fly; 

Teach me, in ſoft melodious Song, to move 
With tender Paſſion my Hearts Darling Joy : 

Ah! let the Soul of Muſick tune my Voice, 

To win dear Strephon, who my Soul enjoys. 


Or if more influencing 
Is, to be brisk and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Frisk from the Ground, 
In trip like any Fairy: 
As once on Ida dancing, 
Were three celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And a Shape and a Grace, 
Let me charm like Beauty's Goddeſs, -. 
L 5 Alt. 


Where the ſhrill Trumpets never found, 
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Ah! ah! 'tis in vain, *tisall in vain, | 4 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain; | 
Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Snow and Rain, 
Falls on my Breaſt ; black Winds in Tempeſts blow 4 
My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow ; 
My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Repoſe, 


And to a ſolid Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is F | 
froze. 


Or ſay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf, or drown 
Amongſt the foaming Billows, 
Increaſing all with Tears I ſhed; 
On beds of Ooze and cryſtal Pillows- 
Lay down my Lovye-ſick Head: 


No, no, I'll ſtraight run mad, 
That ſoon my Heart will warm; . 
When once the Senſe is fled, * 
Love has no Power to charm 2 1 
Wild thro' the Woods I'll fly, 
My Robes and Locks ſhall thus be tore; 
A thouſand thouſand Deaths I'll die, 
E' er thus in vain! e'er thus in yain adore, 


SONG. XXXVII. 


H! lead me :o ſome peaceful Gloom, 
Where none but ſighing Lovers come, 


But one eternal Huſh goes round. 
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There let me ſooth my pleaſing Pain, 
And never think of War again; 
What Glory can a Lover have 
To Conquer, yet be ſtill a Slave? 


SONG XXXVIIL. 


'S x ! lead me to ſome peaceful Room, 
Where none but honeſt Fellows come? 
Where Wives loud Clappers never ſound, 
But an eternal Laugh goes round, 


Fhere let me drown in Wine my Pain, 
And never think of Home again : 
What Comfort can a Husband have, 
To rule the Houſe where he's a Slave: 


— ˙ , 2 — 
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SONG XXXIX. 


P˙ US Selinda goes to Prayers, 
If I but ask the Favour; 


And yet the tender Fool's in Tears, 
When ſhe believes I'll leave hes. 


Would I were free from this Reſtraint, 
Or elſe had Hopes to win her ; 

Would ſhe cou'd make of me a baint, 
Or Jof her a Sinner. 
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SONG XL. 


E E, ſee ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 
Aud now the Sun begins to riſe; 
LeſsGlorious is the Morn that breaks 
From his bright Beams, than her fair Eyes, 


With Light united, Day they give; 
But different Fates e'er Night fulfil: 

How many-by his Warmth will live: 
How many will her Coldneſs kill! 


SONG XLII.. 


Yy? UNG Corydon and Phill 
Sat in a lovely Grove, 

Contriving Crowns of Lillies, {2 
Repeating Tales of Love, t 2 

And ſomething elſe ; but what, 1 dare not name. 


But as they were a playing | | : 
She ogled ſo the Swain, 
It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kits to eaſe our Pain, exc. 


A thouſand times he kiſs'd her, 


Upon the flow'ry Green; 
But as he further preſt her, { 
A pretty Leg was ſeen, Sc. N 
So many Beauties viewing, 2 
His Ardour ſtill increas'd; b 
And, greater. Joys purſuing, N 
He wander'd o'er her Breaſt, Oc. 5 


("243 }J. 


A laſt Effort ſhe trying, 


His Paſſion to withſtand, 
Cry' d, (but 'twas faintly crying) 
Pray take away your Hand, c. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 
The Minutes wow'd improve 
This is the Time, he told her, 
To ſhew how much 1 loye, exc. 


The Nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous Heat; 

She kiſs'd, and-told him ſighing, 
My Dear, your Love is great, Oc. 


But Phillis did recover, 
Much ſooner than the Swain ; 
She bluſhing, ask'd her Lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again? G 


Thus Love his Revels keeping, 
Till Nature at a Stand, 

From Talk they fell to ſleeping, 
Holding each other's Hand, Sc. 


S ON G XLII. 


E E, ſee, my Seraphina comes, 
Adorn'd with every Grace; 
Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face, 


6 (62740 
Then ſearch, and ſee if you can find 
In all your ſacred Groves, 
A Nymph or Goddeſs ſo divine, 
As ſhe whom Strephon loves. 
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SHE. 


RAY now, John, let Jug prevail, 
þ Doff thy Sword, and take a Flail; 
Wounds and Blows, and ſcorching Heat, 
i} Will abroad be all you'll get. 
1 | H E. 


! Oons! you are mad, ye ſimple Jade, 

Y | Be gone, and don't Prate, 

jk S H E, 

i How think ye I ſhall do, - 

1B With Hob and Sye, 

bt And all our Brats when wanting you:? 
H E. 


When Jam rich with plunder, 
is Thou my Gain ſhall ſnare. 
if SHE. 
"vp My Share will be but ſmall, I fear, 
d When bold Dragoons have been pickering there, 


is And the Flea-flints the German ſtrip em bare. 
Wi HE, 
5 Mind your ſpinning, 


Mend your Linnen, 

Look to your Cheeſe you, 

1 Your Pigs and your Geeſe too. 
1 8 HE. 

ö No, no, I'll ramble out with you. 
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| H E. 
Blood and Fire, if you tire 

4 Thus my Patience, 
J With Vexations and Narrations, 
Thumping, thumping, thumping. 
— Is the fatal Word, Foar. 
8 HE. 
Do, do, I'm good at thumping too. 


4 H E. 
Morbleau! that Huff ſhall never do, 
5 SHE. 
Come, come, John, let's buſs and be Friends, 
Thus ſtill, thus Love's Quarrel ends; 
I my Tongue ſometimes let run, 
But alas / I ſoon have done. 

} H E. 

Tis well you're quaſh'd, 
You'd elſe been thraſh'd, 
Sure as my Name is John, 


SHE, 
Yet fain I'd know for what 


You're all ſo hot, 
To go to fight where nothing's got. 


| H B. 
Fortune will prove kind, 


And we ſhall then grow great. 


SHE. 
Grow great! 


And want both Drink and Meat, 
And Coin, unleſs the pamper'd French you beat: 
Ah John] take care John! 
And learn more Wit, . 
H E. 
Dare you prate ſtill, 
g At this Rate ſtil], 
122 And like a Vermin, 
| Grudge me Preferment, 


a | 31 E 
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You'll beg, or get a Wooden Leg. 
| HE. 
Nay, it bawling, caterwawling, 
Tittle tattle, prittle prattle, 
Still muſt rattle; 
I'll be gone, and (ſtraight aboard. 
S H E. 
Do, do, and ſo ſhall Hob and Sue, 
Jug too, and all the ragged Crew. 


„ 


SONG XLIV. 


H E. 


\ INCE Times are ſo bad, Imuſt tell thee, Sweet. 
heart, 
I'm thinking to leave off my Plough and my Cart, 
And to the fair City a Journey Ill go, 
To better my Fortune, as other Folks do: 
Since ſome have from Ditches, 
And coarſe Leather Breeches, . 
Been rais'd to be Rulers, 
And wallow'din Riches, . 
Pray thee, come, come, come, come from thy Wheel, 
For if the Gipſies don't lye, 
I ſhall be a Governor too eber I die, 
SHE. 
Ah Colin! by a:. thy late Doings I find, 
With Sorrow and Trouble, the Pride of thy Mind; 
Our Sheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now Sunday's Jacket goes every Day on; 
Ah! what do'ſt thou, whatdo'tt thou, what do'ſt thou 
mean / 


11 E. 


Cet. 
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HE. 


To make my Shoes clean, 
And foot it to Court to the King and the Queen, 


Where, ſhewing my Parts, I Preferment ſhall win. 


SHE, 
Fie! *tis better for us to plough and to ſpin 
For, as to the Court, when thou happen'ſ to try. 
Thou'lt find nothing got there, unleſs thou can't buy; 
For Money, the Devil and all's to be found, 
But no good Parts minded without the good Pound; 
H E. 
Why, then I'll take Arms, and follow Alarms, 
Hunt Honour, that now. a-days plaguily charms, 
SHE, 
And ſo loſe a Limb by a Shot or a Blow, 


And curſe thy ſelf after for teaving the Plough, 


H E. 
Suppoſe I turn Gameſter ? 
SHE 
So cheat and be bang'd. 
H E. 
What think'ſt of the Road then? 
S HE. 
The high Way to be _ 


HE 
Nice Pimping howe'er yields Profit for Life ; 
I'll help ſome fine Lord to another's fine Wife. 
SHE. 
That's dangerous too amongſt the Town-Crew ; 
For ſome of them will do the ſame Thing by you, 
And then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in: 
Faith Colin, tis better I fit here and ſpin, 
HE. 
Will nothing prefer me, what think'ſt of the Law? 
S H. E. 
Oh! while you live Colin, keep out of that Paw. 


H E. 


4 
1 
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H E. 
Lil cant and I'll pray. 


SHE. 
Ah! there's nought got that way; 


There's no one minds now what thoſe black Cattle ſay 


Let all our whole Care be our farming Affair; 
H E. 


To make our Corn grow, and our Apple-Trees bear. 


_ Bot H, 
Ambition's a Trade no Contentment can ſhow, 
S HE, 
So I'll to my Diſtaff, 
HE, 
And I'll to my Plough, 


BoTH AGAIN: 
Let all our whole Care, Sc. 


SONG XLV. 


H B. 
HERE Oxen do low, 
| And Apple-Trees grow; 
Where Corn is ſown, 
And Graſs is mown; 
Fate give me for Life a Place. 
| SHE. 
Where Hay is well cock'd, 
And Udders are ſtroak'd 
Where Duck and Drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quack; 
Where Turkeys lay Eggs, 
And Swine ſuckle Pigs; 
Oh! there I would paſs my Days, 


HE.. 
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HE. 
On nought we will feed, 
But what we can breed: 
ys il And wear on our Backs 
J The Wool of our Flocks; 
And tho' Linnen feel 
Rough, ſpun from the Wheel, 
| Tis cleanly tho? coarſe it comes, 
: HE. 
2 Town Follys and Cullys, 
' And Mollys and Dollys, 
1 For ever adieu, and for ever: 
. SHE, 
1 And Beaux, that in Boxes 
| Lye ſmugg'ling their Doxies, 
With Wigs that hang down to their Buzygs, 
H E. 
Good b'ye to the Mall, 
The Park and Canal, 
St. James's Square, 


And Flaunters there. 
& The Gaming Houſe too, 
| Where high Dice and low 
Are manag'd all by Degrees. 
SHE, 
Adieu to the Knight 
Was bubbled laſt Night, 
That keeps a Blowze, 
And beats his Spouſe, 
| | And then in great Haſte, 
| To pay what he as loſt, 
+ Sends home to cut down his Treeg: 
. H E, 
? And well fare the Lad 
h Improves ev'ry Clad, 
X Who 
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Who ne'er ſets his Hand 
To Bill or to Bond: 
S H E. 
Nor barters his Flocks, 
For Wine or the Pox, 
To chouſe him of halt his Days. 
HE. 
But fiſhing and fowling, 
And hunting and bowling, 
His Paſtime is ever and ever: 
H. 
Whoſe Lips, when ye buls em, 
Smell like the Bean Bloſſom; 
Oh! he it's ſhall have my Praiſe, 


H E. 
To Taverns, where goes 


Sour Apples and Sloes, 
A long Adieu! 
And tarewel too 
The Houſe of the Great, 
Whoſe Cook has no Meat, 
And Butler can't quench my Thirſt, 
| 8 H E. 
Farewel to the Change. 
Where Rantipoles range; 
Farewel cold Tea, 
And Ratafee, 
Hide-Park, where Pride 
In Coaches ride, 
Altho' they be choak'd with Duſt. 
H E. 
Farewel the Law-Gown,- 
'The Plague of the Town, 
And Foes of the Crown, 
That ſhouꝰd be run down; 


S HE. 


; r 
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SHE, 
With City Jack-daws, 


That make ſtaple Laws, 


| To meaſure by Yards and Ells, 


| H E. 
Stock- jobbers and Swobbers, 


And Packers and Tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 
We know what you're doing ; 
And home we are going; 


And ſo you may ring your Bells, 


— 


SONG XLVI. 


H E. 


| Of all Comforts I miſcarry'd, 


When play'd the Sot and marry'd; 
"Tis a Trap there's none need doubt on't, 2 


Tlhuoſe that are in, would fain get out on't. 


8 HE. 


Fie! my Dear, pray come to Bed, 


That Napkin take, and bind your Head, 
Too much Drink your Brains has des'd, 


You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd, 


H E. 
'Oons! *tis all one if Pm up or lie down, 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows I'll be gone, 

S H E. 
"Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was I, was I made a Wife to lie alone? 

H E. | 

From your Atms myſelf divorcing, 
I this Morn muſt ride a courſing, 


A Sport that far excels a Madam, . 


| Or all the Wiyes baye been ſince Ada, 


8 HE. 
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SHE. 
I, when thus I've loſt my Due, 
Muſt hug my Pillow wanting you; 
And whilſt you tope it all the Day, 
Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea. 
H E, 

Pox, what care I? drink your Slops till you die; 
Yonder's Brandy will keep me a Month from home, 
. 

If thus parted, I'm broken hearted; 
When 1, when ſend for you, my Dear, pray come; 
HE. 
F'er I'll be from rambling hindred, 
I'll renounce my Spouſe and Kindred; 
To be ſober I've no Leiſure, 
What's a Man without his Pleaſure ? 
| SHE. 
To my Grief then I muſt ſee, 
Strong Wine and Nantz my Rivals be; 
W hilſt you carouſe it with your Blades, 
Poor fit ſtitching with my Maids. 
H E. 
Oons! you may go to your Goſſips, you know, 
And there, if you meet with a Friend, pray do. 
8 H E. 
Go, ye Joker, go, Provoker, 
Never, never ſhall Imeet a Man like you. 


SONG XLVII. 


null Abſence paſt the Day, 


P Nr TV Parrot, ſay, when I was away, 
An! 
ä iat at home was doing ? 


Wioh 
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With Chat and Play 
| Ie were gay, 
Night and Day 
| Good Chear and Mirth renewing ; 
: JIinging laughing all, like pretty pretty Poll, 


» * 
3 
* 
* 


was no Fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 


, And like a ſaucy kover wou'd 
| Court and teaze my Lady? 
| A Thing you know, 
E | Made for ſhow, 
| Call'd a Beau, 


Near her was always ready, 
Ever at her Call, like pretty pretty Pall, 


Tell me with what Air, he approach'd the Fair, 
And how ſhe conld with Patience bear, 
All he did and utter'd ? 
He ſtill addreſs d, 
Sill careſs'd, 
* X iſs'd and preſs'd. 
| Sung, prattl'd, laugh'd and fiutter'd : 
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty pretty Poll, 


Did he go away, atthe Cloſe of Day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay, 
In a Corner dodging ? 
The Want of Tight, 
6 When *twas Night, 
SpoiPd my Sight; 
But 1 believe his Lodging 
Was within her Gall, like pretty pretty Poll, 


SONG 
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Sung by Pinkanello, Merry Andrew to Leverigo the 
Mountebank Doctor. | 


T YERE are People and Sports, 


Of all Sizes and Sorts, 
Coach'd Damſel and Squire, 
And Mob in the Mire, 
Turpaulians, Trugmallions, 
Lords, Ladies, Sows Babies, 
And Loobies in Scores; 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 
With Legions of furbelow'd Whores : 


To the Tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to a Show, 
See Poppets for Moppets, 
Jack-Puddens for Cuddens, 
Rope- dancing, Mares prancing, 
Boats flying, Quacks lying, 
Pick Pockets, pick Plackets, 
Beaſts, Butchers, and Beaux; 
Fops prattling, Dice rattling, 
Rooks ſhamming, Putts damning, 
Whores painted, Masks tainted 
In Tally-man's furbelow'd Cloaths, 


* 


The Mob's Joys wou'd ye know, 
To yon Muſick-houſe go, 
See Taylors and Sailors, 
Whores oily and doily 
Heat 


4 
| 
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Hear Muſick makes you ſick ; 
Some skipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoaking, ſome joaking, 
Like Spiggit and Tap; 
Short Meaſure, ſtrange Pleaſure, 
Thus billing and ſu illing, 
Some yearly get fairly 
| For Fairings, Pig, Pork, anda Clap. 


The Second Part. 


E E, Sirs, ſee here! a Doctor rare, 
Who travels much at home! 


Here take my Pills, they cure all Ills, 


Paſt, preſent, and to come; 


4 The Cramp, the Stitch, the Squirt, the Itch, 


The Gout, the Stone, the Pox, 


The Mulligrubs, the wanton Scrubs, 


And all Pandora's Box: 
Thouſands I've diſſected, 


Thouſands new ſerected, 
And ſuch Cures effected, 


As none e*ercan tell; 


Let the Palſy ſhake ye, 

Let the Cholick rake ye, 
Let the Crinkoms break ye, 
Let the Murrain take ye, 


Take this, take "7 and you are well: 


Thouſands, 


| Come Wits ſo keen, devour'd with Spleen, 


And Beaux who've {prain'd your Backs, 


| Great-belly'd Maids, old founde:'d Jades, 


Heat 


And pepper'd Vizard Cracks; 
M 
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I ſoon remove the Pains of Love, 
And cure the amorous Maid, 

The hot, the cold, the young, the old, 
The Living and the Dead ; 

I clear the Laſs with Wainſcot-face, 
And from Pim-gennets free 

Plump Ladies red like Saracen's Head 


14 With toping Ratafee, 

1 i This, with a Jirk, will do your Work, 
if And ſcour ye o'er and o'er 

| 1 Read, judge, and try; and if you die, 
1 Never believe me more. 


SONG ALIX. 


H! the charming Month of May, 
When the Breezes 
Fan the Trees, is 
Full of Bloſſoms freſh and gay: 
Oh! the charming Monthof May, 
Charming charming Month of May, 


Oh! what Joy our Proſpects yield, 
s When in new Livery 
Ve ſee every 
Buſh and Meadow, Tree and Field: 
Oh! what Jo), & c. Charming Joys, & c. 


Oh! how freſh the Morning Air, 
nen the Zephyr 
And the Heifers 
Their ode erg us h th compare: | 
Ch' $f . . ran, freſh, & c. 
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Oh! how ſweet at Night to dream, 


On moſly Pillows, 
By the Trillows 


Of a gentle purling Stream: 
' Oh! how ſweet, & e. Charming ſweety & e. 


' Oh! how kihd the Country Laſs, 


Who, her Cow bilking, 
Leaves her Milking 


For a Green-gown on the Graſs : 
' Oh! how kind, & c. Charming kind, & e, 


oh! how ſweet it is to ſpy, 


At the Concluſion, 
Her deep Confuſion, 


' Rluſhing Cheeks and down-caſt Eye: 
F 0h" how ſweet, & c. Charming ſweet, &c. 


Oh! thecbarming Curds and Cream, 


When all is over, 
She gives her Lover, 


N Who on the Skimming-Diſh carves her Name : 


Oh! the charming Curds and Cream, 
Charming, charming, &c. 


SONG L. 


PID, God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 
Teach th' enamour'd Swain to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce Deſires to know ; 


| Heroes would be loſt in Story, 
Did not Love N oe their Glory, 


Love does all that's great below. 
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SONG LL 


Y Chloe, why do ye ſlight me, 

Since all you ask you have ? 

No more with Frowns affright me, 
Nor uſe me like a Slave : 


Good-Nature to diſcover, 


Uſe well your faithful Lover, 
I'll be no more a Rover, 
But conſtant to my Grave, 


Could we but change Conditions, 

My Grief would all be flown, 
Were l the kind Phyſician, 

And you the Patient grown : 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty, 
Enforc'd with generous Pity, 

Then make my Cafe your own, 


The Silver Swan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious Lays, 
Like him, when Life is flying, 
In Songs Ill end my Days : 
But know, thou cruel Creature, 
My Soul ſhall mount the fleeter, 
And [ {hall ſing the ſweeter, 
By warbling forth thy Praiſe, 


* 


SONG LIL. 
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N this Grove my Strephon walk'd, 
Here he lov'd, and there he talk'd ; 
Here he lov'd, SC. 
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In this Place his Loſs I prove, 


Aſad Remembrance of our Love: 
Oh! ſad Remembrance of our Love, 


In this Grove my Strephon ſtray'd, 

Here he ſmil'd, and there betray'd, 
Here he [miPd, & c. 

Every whiſpering Breeze can tell, 

How I, poorl believing, fell; 

Ah! by too ſoon believing, fell. 


By this Stream my Strephon mov'd, 

Here he ſung, and there he loy'd; 
Here he ſung, & c. 

Every Stream and every Tree 

Cries out, perfidious cruel he, 

And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe, 


On chis Bank my Strephon lean'd, 
A lovely Foc, bur faithleſs Friend; 


A lovely Foe, &c. 
Ye verdant Banks, each Stream and Grove, 
Once joyous Scenes, now diſmal prove, 


Since Strephon's falle to me and Love. 


SONG Lil, 


Ranſported with Pleaſure, 
I gaze on my Treaſure, 
And raviſh'd my Sight 
While ſhe gayly ſmiling, 
My Anguiſh beguiling, 
Augments my Delight. 
M ; How 
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How bleſt is a Lover, 
Whoſe Torments are over, 
His Fears and his Pain; 

When Beauty relenting, 
Repays with conſenting, 
Her icorn and Diſdain ! 


n 


SONG 


A Quire of bright Beauties 
In Spring did appear, 
To chuſe a May-Lady 
To govern the Year; 


All the Nymphs were in white, 


And the Shepherds in green, 
The Garland was given, 

And Phillis was Queen: 
But Phillis refuſed it. 

And ſighing did ſay, 
I' not wear a Garland 

Wile Pan is yay. 


While Paz and fair Syrinx 
Are fled from the Shore, 
The Graces are baniſh'd, 
And Love is no more: 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure 
That u arm'd our Deſires, 
Has broken his Bow, 
And extinguiſh'd his Fires; 
And yows that himſelf 


And his Mother will mourn, 


Till Pan and fair Syrinx 
In Triumph return, 


LIV. 
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Forbear your Addreſſes, 

And court us no more; 
For we will perform 

What the Deity ſwore: 
But if you dare think 
Of deſerving our Charms, 
Away with your Sheep-hooks, 

And take to your Arms: 
Then Kaurels and Myrtles 

Your Brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pan and fair Syrizx 

In Triumph return, 


NGN 


8 charming Clara walk'd alone, 
A The feather'd Snow came ſoftly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his Tower, 
To court her in a ſilyer Shower: 
The ſhining Flakes flew to her Breaſts, 
As little Birds into their Neſts; 
But being ourdone with Whiteneſs there, 
For Griet difloly'd into a Tear, 
Thence flowing down her Garment's Hem, 
To deck her, froze into a Gem, 


SONG LVI. 


E Beaux of Pleaſure, 
Whoſe Wit at Leiſure, 
Can count Love's Treaſure, 
Its Joy and Smart; 
M 4 At 


(272 
At my Deſi re, 
With me retire, 
To know what Fire 
Conſumes my Heart, 


Three Moons that haſted, 
Are hardly waſted, 
Since I was blaſted 

With Beauty's Ray. 
Aurora ſhews ye 
No Face ſo Rolie, 
No July Poſie 

So freſh and gay. 


Her Skin by Nature, 
No Ermin better, 

Tho' that fine Creature 
Is white as Snow: 
With blooming Graces 
Adorn'd her Face is, 
Her flowing Trefles 

As black as Sloe, 


She's tall and ſlender, 

She's ſoft and tender; 

Some Gods commend her ; 
My Wit's too low : 

"Twere joyful Plunder, 

To bring her under, 

She's all a Wonder 

* From Top to Toe, 


Then ceaſe, ye Sages, 
To quote dull Pages, 
Thatin all Ages 

Our Minds are free: 


Th 


Q 
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Tho' great your Skill is, 
So ſtrong the Will is, 
My Love for Phillis 
Muſt ever be. 


SONG LVII. 


O* E Evening as I lay, 


A muſing in a Grove, 
A Nymph exceeding gay, 
Came there to ſeek her Love; 
But finding not her Swain, 
She ſat her down to grieve, 
And thus ſhe did complain, 
How Men her Sex deceive. 


Believing Maids, take care 
Of falſe deluding Men, 
Whoſe Pride is to enſnare 
Each Female that they can: 
My perjur'd Swain he ſwore 
A thouſand Oaths to prove 
(As many have done before) 
How true he'd be to Love. 


Then Virgins, for my Sake, 
Ne'er truſt falſe Man again, 
The Pleaſure we partake, 
Ne'er anſwers half the Pain; 
Uncertain as the Seas, 
Is their unconſtant Mind, 
At once they burn or freeze, 
Still changing like the Wind, 
Ms 
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When ſhe had told her Tale, 

Compaſſion ſeiz'd my Heart, 
And Cupid did prevail | 

With me, to take her Part: 
Then bowing to the Fair, 

{made my kind Addreſs, 
And vow'd to bear a Share 

In her Unhappineſs, 


Surpris'd at firſt ſhe roſe,. 
And {trove from me to fſy: 
I told her I'd diſcloſe 
For Grief a Remedy. 
Then, with a ſmiling Look, 


Said ſhe, to aſſwage the Storm, 


doubt you're undertook. 
A Task you can't perform. 


Since Proot convinces beſt, 
Fair Maid, believe it true, 
That Rage is but a Jeſt, 
To what Revenge can do: 
Then ſerve him in his Kind, 
And fit the Fool again; 


Such Charms were ne'er deſign'd. 


For ſuch a faithleſs Swain. 


I courted her with Care, 
Till her ſoft Soul gave way 
And from her Breaſt ſo fair, 
Stole the ſweet Heart away: 
Then ſhe with Smiles confeſs'd, 
Her Mind feit no more Pain, 
While ſhe was thus careſs'd 
By ſuch aJoyely Swain, 


SONGS 
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Why I lead you here alone, 
By this Bank of Pinks and Lillies, 
And of Roſes newly blown. 


:Tis not to behold the Beauty, 


Of theſe Flowers that crown the Spring, 


Tis to but I know my Duty, 
And dare never name the Thing. 


Tis at worſt but her denying, . 
Why ſhow'd I thus fearful be? 
Every Minute gently flying, 


Smiles and ſays, make uſe of me. 


What the Sun does to the Roſes, 


While the Beams play ſweetly in, 


I would, — but my Fear oppoſes, 
And Idare not name the Thing, 


vet l die if I conceal it; 


Ask my Eyes; or ask your own, . 


And if neither can reveal it, 
Think what Lovers think alone, 


On this Bank of Pinks and Lillies, 
Might I ſpeak what | would do, 
Hvou'd with my lovely Phillis, 


I wou'd; I wou'd—Ah! wou'd you. 


O not ask me, charming Phillis, ' 


SONG. 
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SONG LIX. 


P* IL LIS the faireſt of Love's Foes, 
Tho' fiercer than a Dragon, 

Phillis that ſcorn'd the powder'd Beaux, 
W hat has ſhe now to brag on? 
W hat bas ſhe now to brag on? 
What has ſhe, & c. 

So long ſhe kept her Limbs ſo cloſe, 
Till they have ſcarce a Rag on. 


Compell'd thro' Want, the wretched Maid 
Did ſad Complaints begin, 
Which ſurly Srrephor hearing, ſaid, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 
It was both, &. 
To pity ſuch a lazy Jade, 
Wou'd neither kiſs nor ſpin, 


'T 


* 


SONG LX. 


XK] HEN Chloe we ply, 
W We ſwear we ſhall die, 
Her Eyes do our Hearts ſo inthrall; 
But'tis for her Pelf, 


And not for herſelf, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


The Maidens are coy, 
They'll piſa! and they'll fre! 


And 
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And ſwear, if you're rude, they will call, 
But whiſper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all, 


My Dear, the Wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
To marry again I ne'er ſhall ; 
But leſs than a Year, 
Will make it appear, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


In Matters of State, 
And Party Debate, 
For Church and for Juſtice we bay! ; 
But if you'll attend, 
You'll find in the End, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


SONG LXI. 
The Parſun among the Peaſe. 


NE long Whit/on Holy-day, 
. Holy.day, Holy-day, it was a joily Day, 
Young Ralph, buxom Phillida, 
Phillida, ah welladay ! 4 
Met in the Peaſe'; 
They long had community, 
He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 
Joyful Unity, nought but Opportunity 
Scanting was wanting, 
Their Boſoms to eaſe. 


Zut 


— > 
— 
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But now Fortune's Cruelty, Cruelty, 
Youwill ſee; for as they lie 
In cloſe Hug, Sir Domine 
Gemini Gomini 
Chanc'd to come by, 
He read Prayers i'the Family, 
No Way now to frame a Lye, 
They ſcar'd at old Homily, 
Homily, Homily, 
Both away fly. 


Home, ſoon as he ſaw the Sight, 
Full of Spight, asa Kite, runs the Rechabite, 
Like a noiſy Hypocrite, 
Hypocrite, Hypocrite, 
Miſchief to ſay; 
Save he wou'd fair Phill:iaa, 
Phillida, Phiilida dreſt that Holy-day 
But poor Ralph, ah welladar ! 
Welladay ! welladay / 
Turn'd was away, . 


Ads Nigs, eries Sir Domine 
Gemini Gomini, ſhall a Rogue ſtay, 
To baulk me, as commonly, 
Commonly, commonly, 

Has been his Way ? 
No, 1 ſervethe Family, 
They know nought to blame me by, 
I read Prayers and Homily, 
Homily, Homily, 

Three Times a Day, 
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SONG LXII. 


H O W happy are we, 
W ho from thinking are free, 


That curving Diſeaſe of the Mind? 
Can indulge every Taſte, 
Love where we like beſt, 

Not by dull Reputation confin'd. 


When we are young, fit to toy, 
Gay Delights we enjoy, 
And have Crouds of new Lovers ſtill wooing ;. 
When we are old and decay'd, 
We procure for the Trade, 
Still in every Age we are doing, 


If a Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get 
Every Day, for the next never think; 
When we die, where we go 
We have no Senſe to know, 
For a Bawd always dies in her Drink, 


SONG XIII. 


NE April Morn, when from the Sea 
Phœbus was juſt appearing, 

Damon and Celia young and gay. 

Long ſettled Love endearing, 
Mer in a Grove to vent their Spleen . 

On Parents untrelenting; 
He bred of Tor) - Race had been, 

She of the Tribe Diſſenting. 


CY” _— 
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Celia, whoſe Eyes outſhone the God 
Newly the Hills adorning, 
Told him, Mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſling Prayers that Morning; 
Damon, his Arm about her Waiſt, 


Swore, tho' nought ſhould them ſunder, 
Shou'd my rough Dad know how I'm bleſt, 


Twoud makes him roar like Thunder, 


Great Ones made by Ambition blind, 
By Faction ſtill ſupport it, 

Or where vile Money taints the Mind, 
They for Convenience court it: 
But mighty Love, that ſcorns to new 

Party ſhould raiſe his Glory, 
Swears heil exalt a Vaſſal true, 
Let him be Hhig or Tory. 


SONG LXIV. 


Mongſt the Willows on the Graſs, 
Where Nymphs and Shepherds lie, 
Young Willy courted bonny Beſs, 
And Nell ſtood liſt'ning by; 
Says Wil, we will not tarry 
Two Months before we marry, 
No, no, fie no, never never tell me {o, 
For a Maid I'll live and die: 
Says Nell, ſo ſhall not J, 
Says Nell, &c. | 


Long time betwixt Hope and Deſpair, - 
And Kiſſes mixt between, 

He with a Song did charm her Ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had been; 


Says 
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Says Wil, I want a Bleſſing, 

Subſtantialler than kiſſing. 

No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For I will never change my Mind: 
Says Nell, ſhe'll prove more kind, 

Says Nell, &c, 


Smarting Pain the Virgin finds, 
Altho' by Nature taught, 
When ſhe firſt to Man inclines : 
Quoth Nell, PU venture that, 
Oh! who wou'd loſe a Treaſure, 
For ſuch a puney Pleaſure! 
Not I, not I, no, a Maid I'll live and die, 
And to my Vow be true, 
Quoth Nell, the more Fool you, 
Quoth Nell, &c, 


To my Cloſet I'll repair, 
And read on godly Books, 
Forget vain Love, and worldly Care, 
Noth Nell, that likely looks! 
You Men are all perfidious, 
But I will be religious, 
Try all, fly all, and while I breath defy all, 
Your Sex I now deſpiſe, 
Says Nell, by Joye, ſhelyes; 
Says Nell, &C, 


OY — 


— 
— — 


SONG LXV. 


Mild are her Looks like opening Spring, 
And like the bloomiag Summer fair. 


* LINDA ſure's the brighteſt Thing, 
That decks the Earth, or breathes our Air; 


But 
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But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lie, 
Like glaring Colours on a Wall, 
And ſtrike no further than the Eye. 


Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feaſt, 
One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt, 


So have I ſeen with Aſpe bright, 
And taudry Pride, a Tulip ſwell, 
Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, 

Dull and inſi pid to the Smell. 


* 


S. ON G LXVI. 


A Trifling Song ye ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended; 


All trifling People draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for Trifles a few, 
That lately came into Play, 

The Men would want ſomething to do, 
The Women want ſomething to ſay, 


What makes Men trifle in dreſſing? 
Becauſe the Ladies, tney know, 
Admire, by often careſſing 
That eminent Trifle, a Beau, 


When 
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When the Lover his Moments has trifled, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, 
But a Trifle ſhall part them again. 


What Mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Mhite's half a Moment to lit ? 

Or who is't cou'd bear a Tea-table, 
Without talking Trifles for Wit ? 


The Court is from Triff es ſecure, 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee; 

White Rods are no Trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whateyer their Bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the Place, 
Where Trifles abundantly breed; 

The Levee will ſh-w you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed? 


A Coach with ſix Footmen behind, 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin; 

But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous Trifle within, 


A Flask of Champaign People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad; 

But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no Trifle, Egad, 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 
A Widow's a Trifle in Sorrow ; 
A Peace isa Trifle To-day, 
To break it, a Trifle To-morrow. 


F 
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A Black-Coat a Trifle may cloak, 


Or to hide it the Red may endeayour ; 
But if once the Army is broke, 


We ſhall have more Trifles than ever. 


The Stage is a Trifle they ſay, 
The Reaſon pray carry along 
Becauſe that at every new Play, 
The Houſe they with Trifles ſo throng. 


But with People's Malice totrifle, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot; 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And his Song is a Trifle to boot, 


bt 


* 


SONG LXVII. 


R OM grave Leſſons and Reſtraint, 
F I'm ſtole out to revel here; 
Yet I tremble and I faint, 

In the middle of the Fair. 


Oh! would Fortune in my Way 
Throw a Lover kind and gay; 
Now's the Time he ſoon might move 
A young Heart unus'd to Love. 


Shall Iventure? No, no, no, 
Shall I from the Danger go ? 

Oh! no, no, no, no, no, 

I muſt not try, I cannot fly, 

] muſt not, durſt not, cannot fly. 


Help 
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Help me, Nature; help me, Art; 
Why ſhould I deny my Part ? 

If a Lover will purſue, 

Like the wiſeſt let me do; 

I will fit him if he's true, 

If he's falſe I'll fit him too. 


SON G LXVIII. 
Women and Wine. 


Qg* ME ſay Women are like Seas, 
Some the Waves, and ſome the Rocks, 
Some the Roſe that ſoon decays, 
Some the Weather, ſome the Cocks; 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd fo well, 
As Wine, Wine, Womenand Wine, 
They run in a Parallel. 


Women are Witches when they will, 
So is Wine, ſo is Wine, 
They make the Stateſman loſe his Skill, 
Tie Soldier, Lawyer, and Divine; 
They put a Gigg in the graveſt Skull, 
And fend their Wits to gather Wool; 
*Tis Wine, Wine, Women, and Wine, 
They run in a Parallel, 


What is't that makes your Face ſo pale, 
What is't that makes your Looks divine, 
W hat makes your Courage rife and fall, 
Is it nut Women, is it not Wine? 


Whence 
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Whence proceed th' inflaming Doſes, 

That ſet Fire to your Noſes? 

From Wine, Wine, Women and Wine, 7 
They run in a Parallel, 


SONG LXIX. | 


OU'D you chuſe a Wife, 
For a bappy Lite, 

Leave the Court, and the Country take; 

Where Dolly and Sue, 

Young Molly and Prue, 

Follow Roger and Fohn, 

Whilſt Harveſt goes on, 
And merrily merrily rake. . 


Leave the London Dames, <T, 
(Be it ſpoke to their Shames) 
To lie in their Beds till Noon, 
Then get upand ſtretch, 
And paint too and patch, 
Some W idgeon to catch, 
Then look on their Watch, 
And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon: 


Then Coffee and Tea; 
Both Green and Bohea, 
Are ſerv'd to their Tables in Plate, 
Where Tattles do run, 
As ſwift as the Sun, 
Of what they have won, 
And who is undone 
By their gaming and ſitting up late; | 
The 
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The Laſs give me here, 
Tho' brown as my Beer, 
That knows how to govern her Houſe, 


That can milk her Cow, 
Or farrow her Sow, 


Make Butter and Cheeſe, 
Or gather green Peaſe 
And values fine Clothes not a Souſe, 


This is the Girl 
Worth Rubies and Pearl, 

A Wife that will make a Man rich: 
We Gentlemen need 
NoQuality Breed, 

To ſquander away 
What Taxes wou'd pay 
We care not in faith for ſuch, 


SONG LXX. 


"ES I could love, if I could find 
A Miſtreſs fitted to my Mind, 
W hom neither Gold nor Pride could move, 
To change her Virtue or her Loye : 


Loves to go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for myſelf, and not for mine; 
Not City proud, nornice and coy, 
But full of Love, and full of Joy: 


Not Childiſn young, nor Beldame old, 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold, 

Not gravely wi e to rule the State, 
Not fooliſh to be pointed at: 


Not 
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Not worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 8 
Nor chaſte, nor a reputed Whore: | 
If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 1 
Pray, Sir, intitle me her Lover. 
55 = ) 
SONG LXXI. l 
1 


Leſs'd as th' immortal Gods is he, 
The Youth who fondly ſits by thee, 5 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly (mile, 


"Twas this bereav'd my Soul of Reſt, 1 
And rais'd fuch Tumults in my Breaſt; 
For while I gaz'd in Tranſport toſt, F 
My Breath was gone, my Voice was loſt. 
I 
My Boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile Flame 
Ran quick thro* all my vital Frame; 7 
O'er my dim Eyes a Darkneſs hung, 
My Ears with hollow Murmurs rung. / 
In dewy Damps my Limbs were chill'd, » 
My Blood with gentle Horrors thrill'd, | 
My feeble Pulſe forgot to play, E218; 1 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. M1114 a7 
| 1 9 
SONG LXXII. . 
OU may ceaſe to complain, . 


For your Suit is in yain, 
!l Atternpts you can make 
But augments her Diſdain; 


She 
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She bids you give over 

While *tis in your Power, 
For except her Eſteem 

She cangrant you no more x 
Her Heart has been ſong ſince 

Aſſaulted and won, 
Her Truth is as laſting 

And firm as the Sun; 
Vou'll find it more eaſy 

Your Paſſion to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 

Endeavours endure, 


Yor may give this Advice F | 
To the Wretched and Wiſe, 1 | 
But a Lover like me 
Will thoſe Precepts deſpiſe , 
I ſcorn to give over, 
Were it in my Power; 
Tho' Eſteem were deny'd me, 
Yet her I'll adore, 
A Heart that's been touch'd 
Will ſome Sympathy bear, 
*T will leſſen my Sorrows, 
If ſhe takes a Share; 
I'll count it more Honour 
In dying her Slave, 
Than did her Affections 
The Steddineſs crave. 


You may tell her I'll be 
Her true Lover, tho' ſhe 
Should Mankind deſpiſe 
Out of Hatred to me, 
N 


( 2bo ) 

"Tis mean to give o'er / 

'Cauſe we get no Reward, 
She loſt not her Worth 

When I loſt her Regard: 
My Love on an Altar 

More noble ſhall burn, 
I till will love on 

Without Hopes of Return; 
I' tell her ſome other 

Has kindled the Flame, 
And VI! ſigh for herſelf 

In another one's Name, 


SONG LXXII. 
The Tippling Philoſophers. 


D IOGENES ſurley and proud, 
| W ho ſnarPd at the Macedon Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 

Becauſe in good Wine there was Truth; 
But growing as poor as a Job, 

Unable to purchaſe a Flask, 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd by the Scent of the Cask. 


Heraclitus ne'er would deny 
A Bumper, to cheriſh his Heart 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 


Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 


Tho' 


( 
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Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 

He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
*T was only his Cuſtom to drink, 

Till the liquor flow'd out of his Eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 

To tipple, and cheriſh his Soul; 
Would laugh like a Man that was mad, 

When over a good flowing Bowl; 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor'd, 

The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a Lord. 

At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


W iſe Solon, who carefully gave 
Good Laws unto Athens of old, 
And thought the rich Crœſus a Slave 
(Tho'a King) to his Coffers of Gold; 
He delighted in plentiful Bowls; 
But drinking, much Talk would decline, 
Becauſe *twas the Cuſtom of Fools, 
To prattle much ever their Wine. 


Old Socrates ne er was content, 
Till a Bottle had heighten'd his Joys, 
Who in's Cups to the Oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted fo wiſe : 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his Parts, 
Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, 
Grew wile o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 
Which he drank like a Miſer at home 


N 2 And, 
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And, to ſhew he lov'd Wine that was good 
To the laſt (we may truly aver it) 

He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 
So fancy'd he died in his Claret, 


Pythagoras did Silence enjoin 
On his Pupils who Wiſdom would ſeek , 
Becauſe he tippled good Wine, 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful Bowls, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown, 
He conceiv'd Tranſmigration of Souls. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Beliey'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine , 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel x 
Then tancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel. 


A;iftotle, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due tothe Juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 
Was big as a Watering-trough 
He therefore leap'd intothe Sea, 
Becauſe he'd nave Liquor enough, 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to Wiidom was prone z 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had neyer been known, 


By 
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By Wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhou'd have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings, 


_—_— 3 ä 
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SONG LXXIV. 


Down among the dead Men. 


| | f bk a Health to the King, and a laſting Peace; 
May Faction be damn'd, and Diſcord ceaſe ; 
Come, let us drink it while we've Breath, 
For there's no drinking after Death ; 
And he that won't with this comply, 
Down among the dead Men, 
Down among the dead Men, 
Down, down, down, down, 
Down among the dead Men, let him lie. 


Now a Health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 
Be our firſt fair Toaſt to grace our Song; 
Off wt! your Hats, wi' your Knee on the Ground, 
Take off your Bumpers all around; 
And he that will not drink this dry, 
Down among, &c. let him lie. 


Let charming Beauty's Health go round, 
In whom celeſtial Joys are found; 
And may Confuſion ſtill purſue 
The ſenſeleſs Woman-hating Crew; 
And he that will this Health deny, 

Down among, &c. let him lia 


N 3 | Here's 
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Here's thriving to Trade, and the Common-weal, 
And Patriots to their Country leal 
But who for Bribes gives Satan his Soul, 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing Bowl ; 
And all that with ſuch Rogues comply, 
Down among, &c. let him lie. 


In ſmiling Bacchus Joys III roll, 

Deny no Pleaſure to my Soul; 

Let Bacchus Health round (wittly move, 
For Bacchus is a Friend to Love; 

And he that does this Health deny, 
Down among, &c. let him lie. 


76— Es 


— 


SONG. LXXV. 


E that will not merry merry be, 
With a generous Bowl and a Toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a Poſt ; 
Let him be merry merry there, 
And well be merry merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 
To be merry another Year ? 


He that will not merry merry be, 
And take his Glaſs in Courſe, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall Beer, 
Ne'era Penny in his Purſe: 
Let him be merry, & c. 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With a Company of jolly Boys, 


May 
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May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding Wife, 
To confound him with her Noiſe 
Let him be merry, &c. 

© 
He that will not merry merry be, 
With his Miſtreſs in his Bed, 
Let him be buried in the Church-yard, 
And me put in his Stead 2 
Let him be merry, & c. 


SONG LUXXVI. 


OLLY Mortals, fill your Glaſſes; 
J Noble Deeds are done by Wine; 
corn the Nymph and all her Graces: 
Who'd for Loye or Beauty pine? 


Look upon this Bowl that's flowing, 
Anda thouſand Charms you'll find, 

More than in Chloe when juſt going, . 
In the Moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated Thinking; 
Drank about at Council-board; 

Made Friends, and gain'd the World by drinking, 
More than by his conquering Sword, 


8 


SONG LXXVII. 


IN CE we die by the Help of good Wine, 
will that a Tun be my Shrine; 


And engrave it on my Tomb, 
N 4 Here 
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Here lies a Body, once ſo brave, 
Who with drinking made his Grave, 
Who with, &c. 


Since thus to die win purchaſe Fame, 
And leave an everlaſting Name, 

Since thus to die, & c. 

Drink, drink away, drink, drink away, 
And let us be nobly interr'd, 

Drink, drink, &c. 


Let Miſers and Slaves 

Pop into their Graves, 
And rot in a dirty Church-yard, 
And rot in a dirty Chucch-yard, 
Let Miſers, &c. 


— — OY 
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SONG LXXVIII. 


ACCHUS is a Power divine; 
For he no ſooner fills my Head 
With mighty Wine, 
But all my Cares reſign, 
And droop, and droop, and fink down dead: 
Then, then the pleaſing Thoughts begin, 
And I in Riches flow, 
At leaſt I fancy ſo; 
And without Thought of Want I ſing, 
Stretch'd on the Earth, my Head all around 
With Flowers, weav'd into a Garland, crown'd : 
Then, then I begin to live, 
And ſcorn what all the World can ſhow or give, 
Let the brave Fools that fondly think 
Of Honour, and delight 
To make a Noiſe, a Noiſe, and fight, 
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Go ſeek out War whilſt I ſeek Peace, 
W hilt I ſeek Peace, ſeek Peace, and drink. 
W hilſt I ſeek Peace, ſeek Peace, and drink; 
Then fill my Glaſs, fill fill it high; 
Some perhaps thiak it fit to fall and die; 3 
Put when Bottles are rang'd 
Make War with me, 
The fighting Fool ſhall ſee, 
When Jam ſunk, 
The Difference to lie dead, 
And lie dead drunk; 
The fighting Fool, &c. 


—_— 


SONG LXXIX. 


YE Virgin Powers, defend my Heart, 
From amorous Looks and Smiles; 
From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which molt our Sex beguiles. 


From Sighs and Vows, and awful Fears, 


That do to Pity move; 
From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 
Thoſe Springs that water Love. 


But if thro? Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my guide; 
And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, . 


There place a Guard of Pride. 


An Heart, whoſe Flames arefeen, tlio' pure, 
Needs every Virtue's Aid; 
And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, . 


The ſooneſt is betray'd. | 
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SONG LXXX. 


H Y ſhou'd a fooliſh Marriage-Vow, 
Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other now, 
When Paſſion is decay'd ? 
Welov'd, and weloy'd 
As long as we cou'd, 
Till Love was loy'd out of us both: 
But our Marriage is dead, 
When the Pleaſure is fled ; 
'Twas Pleaſure firſt made it an Oath, 


It I have Pleaſare for a Friend, 
And turther Love in ſtore, 
What Wrong has he whoſe Joys did end, 
And who cou'd give no more? 
"Tis a Madneſs that he 
Shou'd be jealous of. me, 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 
For all we can gain, 
Is to give our ſelves Pain, 
When neither can hinder the other, 


SO N.G LXXXI. 


dear Miſtreſs has a Heart, 
M Soft as theſe kind Looks ſhe gave me, 
W hen with Loye's reſiſtleſs Art, 

And ner Eyes ſhe did enſlave me 
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But her Conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 


That my jealous Heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one Day aſunder, 1 85 


Melting Joys about her move, 
Killing Pleaſures, wounding Bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 
And her Lips can arm with Kiſſes : 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks; 
She's my Delight, all Mankind's Wonder 
But my jealous Heart wou'd break, 
Shou'd we live one Day aſunder. 


* 
— 


SONG LXXXII. 


LL fail upon the Dog-ſtar, 
1 And then purſue the Morning; 
I'll chaſe the Moon till it be Noon, 


I' make her leave her Horning. 


— 


is \ 


Ill climb the froſty Mountain, 
And there I'll coin the Weather; 
I'll tear the Rainbow from the Sky, 
And tye both Ends together: 


The Stars pluck from their Orbs too, . 
And croud them in my Budget; 
And whether I'm a roaring Boy, 
Let Greſham College judge it: 


While I mount yon blue Caclum, -. 
To ſhun the tempting Gipſies; : 
Play at Foot- ball with the Sun and Moon, 


5 And fright ye with Ecli pſes. 
ot | Ws ith s 0 NG 
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SONG LXXXIII. 


JAMES, 
Rithee, Saſan, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful Spring? 
You are, Ifear, in love, my Dear; 
Alas poor Thing! 
SUSAN. 
Truly, Jamie, I muſt blame ye, 
Vo look ſo pale and wan; 
I fear *twill prove you are in love, 
Alas poor Man! 
JAMES. 
Nay, my Suey, now view ye; 
Well I know your Smart, 
When you're alone you ſigh and groan 
Alas poor Heart! 
SUSAN.. 
Jamie, hold; I dare be bold 
To ſay, thy Heart is ſtole, 
And know the She as well as thee; 
Alas poor Soul! 
14 MES. 
Then, my Sue, tell me who; 
I'll give thee Beads of Pearl, 
And eaſe thy Heart of all this Smart; 
Alas poor Girl! 
SUSAN, 
Jamie, no, if you ſhou'd know, 
fear twou'd make you ſad, 
And pine away both Night and Day ; 
Alas poor Lad! 


JAMES. 
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| JAMES, 

Why then, my Sue, it is for you, 
That I burn in theſe Flames; 

And when Idie, I know you'll cry, 


Alas poor James! 
* SUSAN. 


Say you ſo, then, Jamie, know. 
If you ſhou'd prove untrue, 

Then mult I likewiſe cry, 
Alas poor Sue! 


Quoth he, then joĩn thy Hand with mine, 
And we will wed to-day: 

do agree, here tis, quoth ſhe, 
Come let's away. 


SONG LXXXIV. 


'F ] HEN, lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 
.Y Novught but Raptures fill my Mind; 
"Tis then I think'thee ſo divine, 
T*excel the mighty Power of Wine: 
But when thou inſult'ſt, and laughs at my Pain, 
I walh thee away with ſparkling Champaign 
So bravely-contemn both the Boy and his Mother, 
And drive out one God by the Power of another, 


When Pity in thy Looks I ſee, 

I frai'ly quit my Friends for thee 
Perſuaſive Love ſo charms me then. 
My Freedom I'd not wiſh again: 
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But when thou art cruel, and heeds not my Care, 
Then ſtraight with a Bumper I baniſh Deſpair; 
So bravely contemn both the Boy and his Mother, 
And drive out one God by the Power of another. 


— a — 


SONG LXXXV. 


V O U thatloye Mirth, attend to my Song, 
A Moment you never can better employ; 
Sawny and Teague were trudging along, 

A bony Scots Lad and an Iriſh Dear- Joy; . 
They neither before had ſeen a Wind-mill, 

Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch Name: 
| As they were a walking, 

| And merrily talking, 
At laſt by meer Chance to a Wind- mill they came. 


Haha! crys $awny, what do ye ca*that? - 
To tell the right Name ot I am at a Loſs, 
Teague very readily anſwer'd the Scot, , 
Indeed ] believe it'ſn Shaint Patrick's Croſs, 
Says Sawny, ye'll find your fel] meikle miſtaken,. 
For it is Saint Andrew's Croſs I can ſwear ; 
For there is his Bonnet, 
And Tartans hang on it, 
The Plaid and the Trews our Apoſtle did wear, 


Nay, o' my Shoul, Joy, thou telle ſut all Lees, ; 
For that I will ſhwear is Shaint Patrick's Coat 
I ſhee*thim in Irland buying the Freeze, 
And that I am ſhure iſh the ſhame that he bought; 
And 
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And he is a Shaint muſh better than ever 
Made either the Coyenantſh ſholema or League: 
For o' my Shalwation, | 
He was my Relaſhion, . 
And had a great Kindneſh for honeſht poor Teague, 


Wherefore ſays Teague I will by my Shoul, 
Lay down my Napſhak, and take out my Beads, 


And under this holy Croſs, Fet I will fall, 
And ſhay Pater- noſhter, and ſhome of our Creeds: 
So Teague began with humble Devotion, 
To kneel down before St. Patrick's Croſs; 
The Wind fell a blowing, 
And ſet it a-going, 
And it gave our Dear-Joy a terrible Toſs. 


Szwny tehee'd, to ſee how poor Teague 
Lay ſcratching his Ears, and roll on the Graſs, 
Swearing, it was ſurely the De'ils Whirlygig. 
And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrick's Croſs: 
But iſh it indeed, crys he in a Paſhon; 
The Croſs of our Shaint that has croſht me ſo fore ; 
Upo' my Salwaſhion, 
This ſhall be a Cawſhion, 
To trult to St. Patrick's Kindneſh no more, 


Sawny to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
This Patron of yours is a very ſad Loun, 
To hit you ſic a ſair Thump on the Hide, 
For kneeling before bim, and ſeeking a Boan: 
Let me adviſe ye to ſerve our St, Andrew, 
He, by my Saul, was a ſpecial gude Man; 
For ſince youi St. Patrick 
Has ſerv'd ye ſie a Trick, 
I'd ſee him hung up e' er I ſery'd him again. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXXVI. 


AY the Ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in Crouds and Noiſe, 
While gentle Love does fill my Mind 
With ſilent real Joys, 


May Knaves and Fools grow rich and great, 
And all the World think them wile, 

While Ilie at my Nanny's Feet, 
And all the World deſpiſe. . 


Let conquering Kings new Triumphs raiſe, . 
And melt in Court-Delights : . 
Her Eyes can give much brighter Days, 
Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


SONG LXXXVIL. 


ED L IA. too late you wou'd repent: . 
Tie oftering all your Store, . 

Is now but like a Pardon ſent,. 
To one that's dead before, 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the Bliſs too late, 

You hinder'd me of one I lov'd, 
To give me one I hate, 


thought you innocent as fair, 
When firſt my Court I made; 
But when your Falſhoods plain appear, 


My Love no longer ſtay'd. 
Tour 
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Your Bounty of theſe Favours ſhown, 
Whoſe Worth you firſt deface, 

Is melting valu'd Medals down, 
And giving us the Braſs. 


O!] ſince the Thing we beg's a Toy, 
That's pris'd by Love alone, 

Why cannot Women grant the Joy, 
Before the Love is gone, 


SONG LXXXVIIL 


ES, all the World will ſure agree, 
He who's ſecur'd of having thee, 
Will be entirely bleſt; 
But *twere in me too great a Wrong, 
To make one who has been fo long 
My Queen, my Slave at laſt. 


Nor ought theſe Things to be confin'd, 

That were for publick Good defign'd : 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh Pride, 

Make the Sun always with us ſtay, 

*T wou'd burn our Corn and Graſs away, 
To ſtarve the World beſide. 


Let not the Thoughts of parting, fright 

Two Souls which Paſſion does unite ; 
For while our Love does laſt, 

Neither will ſtrive to go away, 

And why the Devil ſhould we ſtay, 
When once that Love is paſt, 
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SONG LXXXIX. 


Y Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As Lilly ſweet, as ſoft as Air, 


Let looſe thy Treſſes, ſpread thy Charms, 


And to my Love give freſh Alarms. 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright Eyes, 
Tho' ſacred Lightning from them flies, 
She w me that ſoft that modeſt Grace, 
Which paints with charming Red thy Face. 


Give me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 

That I may rival ove in Blils, 

That I may mix my Soul with thine, 
And make the Pleaſure all divine. 


O hide thy Boſom's killing White, 

(The milky Way is not ſo bright) 

Leſt you my raviſh'd Soul oppreſs, 

With Beauty's Pomp, and ſweet Exceſs, 


Why draw'ſt thou from the Purple Flood 
Of my kind Heart the vital Blood? 
Thou art all over endleſs Charms; 

O] take me dying to thy Arms. 


8 


SONG XC. 


FJ HY ͤ we love, and why we hate, 


Is not granted us to know; 
Random Chance, or wilful Fate, 


Guides the Shaft from Cupid's Bow. 


If 


lt 
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If on me Zelinda frown, 

Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve; 
Since her Will is not her own, 

Why ſhould I uneaſy live:? 


If I for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mixe la's Cries, 
Ask not me the Reaſon why, 
Seek the Riddle in the Skies. 


SONG XCl. 


H* RK how the Trumpet ſounds to Battle, 
Hark how the thundring Cannons rattle ; 
Cruel Ambition now calls me away, 
While I have ten thouſand ſoft Things to ſay, 

While Honour alarms me, 

Young Capid diſarms me, 

Ana Celia ſo charms me, 

I cannot away. 


Hark again, Honour calls me to Arms, 
Hark how the Trumpet ſweetly charms, 
Celia no more then mult be obey'd, 
Cannons are roaring, and Euſigns diſplay'd ; 
The Thoughts of Promotion, 
Inſpire ſuch a Notion; 
Ot Celia's Devotion, 
I'm no more atraid. 


Guard her for me, celeſtial Powers, 
' Ye Gods, bleſs the Nymph with happy ſoft Hours; 
O may ſhe ever to love me incline, 


Such lovely Perſections I cannot reſign; ; 
| Firm 
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Firm Conſtaney grant her, 

My true Love ſhall haunt her, 

My Soul cannot want her, 
She's all ſo divine. 


— 


— 


SONG XCIL 


Oh ALL I, waſting in Deſpair, 
Die becauſe a Woman's fair ? 
Shall my Cheeks look pale with Care, 


*Cauſe another's roſie are? 
Be ſhe fairer than the Day, 
Or the flow'ry Meads in May 


Vet if ſhe think not well of me, 


What care I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a Woman's Goodneſs move 


Me to periſh for her Love; 

Or, her worthy Merits known, 

Make me quite forget my own ? 

Be ſhe with that Goodneſs bleſt, 

As may merit Name the beſt ; 
Yet if ſhebe not ſuch to me, 
What care | how good ſhe be. 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
Iwill never more deſpair; 
If ſhe love me, this c elieve, 
I will die e're ſhe ſhall grieve 
It ſhe ſlight me when 1 woo, 
I will ſcorn, and let her go: 

So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be. 
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SONG XCIII. 


S the Snow in Vallies lying, 0 
Phebus his warm Beams applying, i 
Soon diſſolves and runs away; 
So the Beauties, ſo the Graces, 
Of the moſt bewitching Faces, 
At approaching Age decay. 


As a Tyrant, when degraded, 
Is deſpis'd, and is upbraided, 8 
By the Slaves he once control'd; 1 
So the Nymph, if none could move her, | 
Is contemn'd by every Lover, 
When her Charms are growing old. 


_ — — — — — 


Melancholick Looks and whining, 

Grieving, quarrelling, and pining, 
Areth' Effects your Rigours move; 

Soft Careſſes, am'rous Glances, 

Melting Sighs, tranſporting Frances, 
Are the bleſt Effects of Love, 


Fair ones! while your Beauty's blooming, 
Imploy Time, leſt Age reſuming 
What your Youth profuſely lends; 
You are robb'd of all your Glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old Stories, 
To your unbelieying Friends, 


G SONG 
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SONG XCIV. 


F* IR Amoret is gone aſtray, 

Purſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover; 
I'll tell the Signs by which you may 

The wand'ring Shepherdeis diſcoyer. 


Coquet and coy at once her Air, 

Both ſtudy*d, tho* both ſeem neglected 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 

Aﬀecting too ſeem unaffected. 


With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect' em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, 
Tho? certain Aim and Art direct them. 


She likes her ſelf, yet others hates, 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 
nd while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 
- Sheisthe Thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


8 
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SONG XC. 


AMON, if you will believe me, 
Tis not ſighing round the Plain, 
Song nor Sonnet can relieve ye; 
Faint Attempts in Love are vain. 


Urge but home the fair Occaſion, 
And be Maſter of the Field; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, 


Twere a Madneſs not to yield. 
ho? 


ho? 
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Tho? ſhe yows ſhe'll ne'er permit ye, 
Cries you're rude, and much to blame, 
And with Tears implores your Pity 
Be not merciful for Shame, 


Pe — - 

When the fierce Aſſault is over, 
Chloris Time enough will find 

This her cruel furious Lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind, 


SONG XCVI. 


F ſhe be not kind as fair, 
But peeviſh and unhandy, 
Leave her, ſhe's only worth the Care 
Of {ome ſpruce Jack-a-dagdy. 


I would not have thee ſuch an Aſs, 
Hadſt thou ne*er ſo much Leiſure, 

To ſigh and whine for ſuch a Laſs, 
Whoſe Pride's aboye her Pleaſure, 


SONG XCVII. 


H E. 
AY AKE, thou faireſt Thing in Nature, 
How can you ſleep when Day does break 
How can you ſleep, my charming Creature, 
When halt a World for you are awake, 
S H E, 
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8 H E. 
What Swain is this that ſings ſo early, 
Under my Window, by the Dawn? 
H E. 
Tis one, dear Nymph, that loves you dearly, 
Therefore in Pity eaſe my Pain, 


SHE, 5 


Softly, elſe you'll' wake my Mother, 
No Tales of Love ſhe let's me hear 
Go tell your Paſſion to ſome other, 
Or whiſper't ſoftly in my Ear. 
H E. 
How can you bid me love another, 
Or rob me of your beauteous Charms? 
Tis time you were wean'd from your Mother, 
You'r fitter for a Loyer's Arms, 


SONG XCVIIL. 


N ſpite of Love, at length I've found, 
A Miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, 
Her Humour free, and unconfin'd, 
Both Night and Day ſhe'll eaſe me; 
No jealous Thoughts difturb my Mind, 
Tho! ſhe's enjoy'd by all Mankind 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 


If you thro? all her naked Charms, 
Her little Mouth diſcover, 
Thentake her bluſhing to your Arms; 


And uſe her like a Lover; 
Such 
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Such Liquor ſhe'll diſtil from thence, 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd Senſe: 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 


But beſt of all! ſhe has no Tongue, 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys me, 

She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 

Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexion black, 

And has a moſt delicious Smack; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

Tis a Bottle of good Clare. 


If you her Excellence would taſte, 

Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
Clap your Hand about her Waiſt, 

And raiſe her up behind, Sir; 
As for her Bottom never doubr, T1 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 


SONG XCIX. 


Surpriſing lovely Fair! 
Who with Chloe can compare? 
Sure ſhe's form'd for Beauty's Queen, 
Her Wit, her Shape, her Grace, her Mien, 
By far excels all Nymphs I've ſeen; 
No Mortal Eye 
Can view her nigh, 


Too 
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Too exquiſite for Human Sight to ſes : 
Tho' ſhe ne*er may be kind, 
Nor for me eerdeſign'd, 
YetIlove, Lllove, I love 
The charming She. 


— 
SONG C. 


W HEN bright Aurelia trip'd the Plan, 
How chearful then were ſeen, 

The Looks of every jolly Swain, 

That ſtrove Aurelia's Heart to gain, 
With Gambols on the Green ? 


Their Sports were innocent and gay, 
Mixt with a manly Air; 
They'd ſing and dance, and pipe and play, 
Each ſtrove to pleaſe ſome different Way, 
This dear inchanting Fair. 


The ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, 
Till Phaon's tunetul Voice and Lyre, 
With ſofteſt Muſick did inſpire 
Her Soul to generous Love, 


| 
| 
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Their wonted Sports the reſt declin'd, 
Their Arts prov'd all in vain; 

Aurciia's conſtant now they find, 

The more they languiſh and repine, 
The more ſhe loves the Swain, 
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A WAY you Rover, 
For ſhame give over, 

You play the Lover 

So like an Afs; 
Vou are for ſtorming, 
You think you're charming, 
Your faint performing, 

We read in your Face. 


E, who for ever, 
Wou'd hope for Fayour, 

He muſt endeayour 

To charm the Fair: 
He dances, he dances, 
He da--a--a--a--a--ances, 
He ſighs, and glances, 
He makes Advances, 
He ſings, anddances, 

And mends his Air, 
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SONG CIII. 


39, go, go, go farſeſt of thy Sex be gone; 


Leave, leave, ah lea ve, leave me to myſelf alone! 


Why would you ſtrive by fond Pretence, 

Thus to deſtroy my Innocence? 

G0, go, & c. TLęave, leave, &e. 
O 2 
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Young Celia, you too late betray'd, 
Then thus you did the Nymph upbraid, 
« Loyelike a Dream uſher'd by Night, 
c Flies the approach of Morning Light, 
Go, go, & c. Leave, leave, . &c, 


She that believes Man when he ſwears, 
Or leaſt regards his Oaths and Prayers, 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt 
Nay more, be ſubject to his Luſt. 

Go, go, &c. Leave, leave, & c. 


— 


SONG CIV. 


ELIN DA, with affected Mien, 
Tries all the Power of Art; 

Yet finds her Efforts all in vain, 
To gain a ſingle Heart: 

W hilſt Chloe in a different Way, 
Is but her ſelf, to pleaſe, 

And makes new Conqueſts every Day, 
Without one borrowed Grace. 


B 


Belinda's haughty Air deſtroys 
What native Charms inſpire ; 
While C/lee's artleſs ſhiniag Eyes 
Set all the World on fire, 
Belinda may our Pity move; 
But Chlice gives us Pain, 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into Love, 
Her Siſter frowns in yain, 
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SONG CV. 


N a Bank of Flowers, 
In a Summer Day, 

Iaviting and undreſt, 

In her bloom of youth, 
Fair Celia lay, 

With Love and Sleep oppreſt ; 
When a youthful Swain, 
With admiring Eyes, 
Wiſh'd that he durſt 
Tue ſweet Maid ſurprize; 

With a fa, la, la, la, la, &. 

But fear'd approaching Spies. 


As he gaz'd, 

A gentle Zephyr aroſe, 
That fann'd her Robes aſide; 
And the ſleeping Nymph 

Did the Charms diſcloſe, 
Which waking ſhe would hide: 
Then his Breath grew ſhort, 
And his Pulſe beat high, 
He long'd to touch 
W hat he chanc'd to (py; 
With a fa, la, la, &c, 
But durſt not (till draw nigh, 


All amaz'd he ſtood, 
With her Beauties fir'd, 
And bleſs'd the courteous Wind; 
Then in Whiſpers ſigh'd, 
And the Gods deſir'd, 
That Cel;a might be kind ; 
O 3 


Whes, 
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When with Hopes grown bold; 
He adyanc'd amain; 
But ſhe laugh'd aloud 
Ina Dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
Repell'd the timorous Swain, 


Yet the amorous Youth, 
To relieve his ſoft pain, 


The ſlumbering Maid careſs'd ; 


And with trembling Hand 
(O ſimple poor Swain!) 

Her glowing Boſom preſs'd : 
When the Virgin awak'd, 
And affrighted flew, 
Yetlook'd as wiſhing 
He would purſue ; 

With a fa, la, la, &c. 

But Damon mils'd his Cue. 


Now, now repenting, 
That he had let her fly, 

Himſelf he thus accus'd, 

W hat a dull and a ſtupid 
Blockhead was I, 

That ſuch a Chance abug'd ; 
To my Shame 'twill now 
On the Plains be ſaid, 
Damon a Virgin. 

Aſleep betray'd, 

Witha fa, la, la, &c. 

Aud let her go a Maid. 
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SONG Cl. 


HIL E ſilently I lov'd, nor dar'd 
To tell my Crime aloud, 
The Influence of your Smiles I ſhar'd, 
In common with the Crowd. 


But when I once my Flame expreſs'd, 
In hopes to eaſe my Pain, 


You ſingl'd me out from all the reſt, 
The Mark of your Diſdain. 


If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that do adore, 

Then all Mankind muſt be undone, 
Or you muſt ſmile no more, 
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SONG CVI. 
O happy, happy Grove, 
Witneſs of our tender Love; 
Oh! happy, happy Shade, 
Where firſt our Vows were made: 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm a Fove; 
A thouſand pretty Things ſhe ſaid, 
And all and all vas Love: 
But Corinna perjur'd proves, 
And forſakes the ſhady Groves; 
When I ſpeak of mutual Joys, 
She knows not what I mean 
Wanton Glances, fond Careſles, 
Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding Fair, 


Has left the flowry Green: 


Mourn, 
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Mourn, ye Nymphs, that ſporting play'd 
Where poor Strephon was betray'd : 
There the ſecret Wound ſhe gaye, 
When I was made her Slave. 


7 8 


SONG CVIII. 


1 E Sages of old, 
In Prophecy told, 


The Cauſe of a Nation's undoing; 
But our new Enzliſh Breed, 
No Prophecies need, 
For each one here ſeeks his own Ruin, 


_ —— 


With Grumbling and Jars, 
We promote civil Wars, 
And preach up falſe Tencts to many; 
We ſnarl and we bite, 
We rail and we fight 
For Religion, yet no Man has any. 


Then him let's commend, 
That's true to his Friend, 
And the Church and the Senate would ſettle; 
Who delights not in Blood, 
But draws when he ſhould, 
And brayely ſtands brunt to the Battle. 


Who rails not at Kings, 
Nor politick Things, 
Nor Treaſon will ſpeak when he's mellow. 
But takes a full Glaſs, 
To his Country's Succeſs, 
This, this is an honeſt brave Fellow. 


SONG 
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SONG CIX. 


wW E all to conquering Beauty bow, 
Its pleaſing Power admire ; 


But I ne'er knew a Face till now, 
That cou'd like yours inſpire : 

Now I may ſay; I met with one, 
Amazes all Mankind 

And, like Men gazing on the Sun, 
With too much Light am blind. 


Soft, as the tender moving Sighs, 
When longing Lovers meet; 

Like thedivining Prophets, wiſe ; 
Like new-blown Roſes, ſweet : 
Modeſt, yet gay; reſery'd, yet free; 
Each happy Night a Bride; 

A Mien like awful Majeſty, 
And yet no Spark of Pride, 


The Patriarch, to win a Wife, 
Chaſte, beautiful and young, 

Sery'd fourteen Years a painful Life, 
And never thought it long: 

Ah! were you to reward ſuch Care, 
And Life ſo long would ſtay, 

Not fourteen, but four hundred Years, 
Would ſeem but as one Day. 


> 


6 — 


SONG CX. 


Rithee, Bihy, be'nt ſo ſilly, 
Thus to waſte thy Days in Grief; 
Youſay, Betty will not let ye; 


But can Sorrow bring Relief? 
* 


Levae 
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Leave repining, ceafe your whining; 
Pox on Torment, Tears and Woe : 
If ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender, 
It ſhe's tough, en let her go. 


SONG CXI. 
KN DLV, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, 


Ever love me, ever charm; 
Let thy Paſſion know no Meaſure, 
Let no jealous Fear alarm. 


Why ſhou'd we, our Bliſs beguili 
By dull doubting fall at ods? 
Meet my ſoft Embraces ſmiling, 

We'll be as happy as the Gods, 


SONG CXII. 


Sour Reformation 
Crawls out thro' the Nation, 
hile dunder-head Sages, 
Who hope for good Wages, 
Direct us the Way. 
Ye Sons of the Muſes, 
Then cloke your Abuſes 
And, leſt you ſhou'd trample 
On pious Example, 
Obſerve and obey. 


Time- frenzy Curers, 
And ſtubborn Nanjurors, 
For want of Diverſion, 
Now ſcourge the leud Times: 
They've 
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They've hinted, they've printed, 


Our Vein it profane is, 

And worſt of all Crimes; 
The clod-pated Railers, 
Smiths, Coblers and Colliers, 


Have damn'd all our R himes. 


Under the Notion 
Of Zeal for Devotion, 
The Humour has fir'd ' em, 
And Malice inſpir'd 'em, 
To tutor the Age : 
But if in Seaſon, 
You'd know the true Reaſon, 
The Hopes of Preferment, 
Is what makes the Vermin 
Now rail at the Stage. - 


Cuckolds and Canters, 
With Scruples and Banters, 
Old Oliver's Peal, 
Againſt Poetry ring : 
But let State Revolvers, 
And Treaſon Abſolvers, 
Excuſe, if I ſing, 
The Rebel that chuſes 
To cry down the Muſes, 


Wou'd cry down the King. 


| 
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SONG CXIII. 


To the Tune of, To you fair Ladies now at Land, 


I. 
6 you fair Ladies now I write, 
Of Arlington mean, 
To you with Pleaſure indite; 
Bright Beauty is my Theme ;- 
| Ohithen inſpire my teeble Lays 
To ſing Selinda's matchleſs Praiſe, 
With a fa, la, la, la. 
IT, 
But where ſhall I her Fame begin? 
Her Beauties how rehearſe ? 
Her Wit exceeds what I can ſing 
In ſoft harmonious Verſe : 


Then ſince my Muſe cannot commend, 


My Wiſhes ſtill ſhall her attend. 
With a fa,la, & c. ; 
III. 
N neneꝰer ſhe does a bathing go, 
Then guard her from all Harms, 
Nor let th' invading Waters know 
Her ſecret beauteous Charms, 
Left that the Floods ſhould her retain 
And chuſe her Goddeſs of the Main, 
With a fa, la, &c. 
IV. 
Surprizing to each dazel'd Eye, 
The Waters ſhew her Face, 
Nor can the lovely Brilliant Sky 
Its radiant Charms ſurpaſs, 
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The San behind a Cloud does run, 
Finding his brightneſs quite outdone, 
With a fa, la, &c. 


V. 

But gentle Nymphs her Beauties hide, 

Conduct her ſafe to ſhore, 

For fear th applauding rapid Tide 
Aﬀright her with its Roar: 

Or rudely force her from your Sight, 


Then 'twow'd with me be endleſs nighe. 


Vith a fa, la, &c, 
VI. 
hene er to glad deſerying Eyes, 
She dances on the Green, 
Exulting Swains with fond Sur prize, 
Survey her graceful Mein; 
Then gentle Zephyrs fan the Air 
To cool the blooming \prightly Fair. 
With a fa, la, &c. 
VII. 
Or when to paſs a tedious Hour 
She deigns at Cards to play, 
Let Fortune ſmiling ſhew her Power, 
And wait on her all Day; 
For Honours are her juſt Deſerts, 
She is herſelf the Queen of Hearts. 
With a fa, la, &c. 


VIII. 

Ye Nymphs of Arlington I pray. 
Let her be all your Care, 

In bathing, dancing, or at play, 
Yet ſtil] preſerve the Fair. 

So may you ever happy prove, 

As you are tender of my Loye, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 


T. G. 


SONG 
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SONG CXIV. 


2 LO E my Breaſt did fire, 
ä I flew to Wine for Aid, 
But Bacchus did conſpire 
With Cupid and the Maid. 
I found *em all agreed 
To wound a roving Heart; 
But thus myſelf I freed, 
I kiſs'd the Punk, 
Made Bacchus drunk, 
And ſtole away Love's Dart. 


Mt — 


T. G. 


2 


SONG CXV. 


To the Tune of, The Bonny Brom. 


I. 
HAT gars me ſigh, ye often ſay ? 
What gars me make ſick Moan } 
The Lad that ſtole my Heart away, 
Has left me now forlorn. 
Ah ! The Loon, the Loon, the bonny Loon, 
The Loon that ſtole my Heart, | 
Gin I ſhou'd ever ſee his Face. 
We never more wou'd part. 
II. 
All chearleſs are my dreary Hours, 
My Life is ſpent in Woe, | 
And trickling Tears like April Showers, 
Now down my Cheeks do flow, 
Ah the Loon, &e. 


III. 
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III. 
For blithſome Days I ne'er mun ſee, 
But weep {till and complain, 
Since he from Aberdeen does flee, . 
Regardleſs of my Pain. 
Ah the Loon, & c. 
IV. 
To Britain's Iſle makes mickle Speed 
To woe ſome Laſs does hie, 


And cares not ſince he bas paſt the Tweed, , 
Whether 1 live or die. 
Ah! the Loon, &c, 
Va. 
Ah! lovely Fockey hear my Moan, . 
Return and ſave my Life, 
Tl work my Fingers to the Bone 
Gin thow'lt make me thy Wifea 
Ah\ the Leon, &c. © 
, / 
But ſince I ne'er mun hope to heat 
His wily *'witching Tongue, 
W here'er my Fockey ſhou'd appear 
You'll ken him by my Song, 
Ah! the Loon, &c. 
VII. 
Black Eye-brows do his Face adorn, 
His Teeth like Ivory white, 
His twinkling Eyes doth ſhine ilk Morn, . 
Like Stars, i' th' darkeſt Night. 
Ah! the Loon, &c. 
VIII. 
His roſie Lips like ſilk did feel, 
When he his Leave did take, 
But ah! his Heart is hard as Steel, 
W hich gars my heart to break. 
Ah! the Loon, &c. 


IX, 
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IX. 
Le bony Laſſes blith and fair, 
My lovely Fockey ſhun, 
And of your tender Hearts take care, 
Or ſoon you'll be undone 
By the Loon, &c. 


X. 
With guiling Words he tells his Tale, 
And ſweetly does complain; | 
But if he once with ye prevail, 
You'll feel full nine Months Pain 
By the Loon, the Loon, the bonny Loon, 
The Loon that ſtole my Heart, 
Gin I ſhou d ever ſee his Face, 
We never more wou'd part. T. G. 


SONG CXVI. 


To the Tune of, The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 


k EN ye the blithſome Laſs 
That dwells near Aberdeen? 
Wha featly treads the Graſs, | 
When dancing on the Green. 
The Graces do commend 
Whene'er ſhe *'gins to move, 
And Cupid does attend, 
As ſhe were Queen of Love: 
II, 
The Bards of au'd, did feign - 
That Venus was molt fair, 
But ſure with ſparklivg ane, 
She neyer cou'd compare z 


Het 
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Her Een they ſhine more bright 
Than Stars which Skies adorn, 
Than Luna in the Night, 
Or Phæbus in the Morn. 
III. 
Fair Lillies of the Field, 
Which grace the flowry Plain, 
Nor Roſes Sweetneſs yield, 
Compar'd to bony Jane; 
Their Colour, and their Smell 
Seem faded and decay'd, 
As they untimely fell, 


W hen near the blooming Maid. 


IY. 
F'wiſh na for the Wealth 
Of 1:d:a's diſtant Shore, 
Give me but her, and Health, 
And then I ask no more, 
Whilſt of her Heart poſſeſt, 
And ruling there alone, 
I envy not the beſt 
Of Monarchs on his Throne. 


T. G. 
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EXPLANATION of the Scots 


Words. 


A All. Abeit, Albeit. Aboon, Above. Ae, One. Af, 
2 Off. Aſten, Often. Aik, Oak. Ain, mn. Aith, 
Oath. Air, Early, Alane, Alone. Amaiſt, Almoſt. Ame 
Fry, Cupboard. Ane, One. Aznither, Another, Aua, 
Away. Auld, Old. Ayont, Beyond. 

Ba', Ball. Baich, Both. Bane, Bone. Bannocks; Oats 
bread, Baps, Roll-bread. Baum, Balm. Bark, Baulk. 
Bedralls, Beedles. Beet, to help or repair. Bend, to drink. 
Benniſon, Bleſſing Bent, the open Fields. Beuith, lome- 
what, in the mean time. Birks, Birch, Bigg, Build. Bil- 
ly, Brother. Bindging, Becking, Bending. Blate, Baſh- 
ful. Blaw, Blow. Bleeze, Blaze. Elin“, Glance of the 
Eye. Bluter, Blunder Bede, Predict. Bodin, Stored. Bot 
or But, Without, Bougil, ſounding Horns. Bountith, a 
Gratuity. Bout, Bolt. Brachen, a ſort of Broth. Brae, 
Riſing Ground, Brankit, prim'd up. Braid, Broad. Bran- 
der, a Gridiron. Brau, Finely dreſt. Broach, a Buckle. 
Bra, Broken Parts, or Refuſe. Brow, the Forehead. 
Brwuicz, to love and enjoy. Buzht, Sheep-fold. Burniſt, 
Poliſhed. Burz, a Rivulet, Busk, to deck. But and Ben, 
Be out and be in. Byer, a Cow-houſe, 

Ca, Call. Cadgie, Chearful. Caf, Calf, Id. Chaff, Can- 
na, Cannot. Canker'd, Angry. Cann), Cautious, Luc- 
ky. Carlings, Old Women. 14. Boyl'd Peaſe. Cauld, 
Cold. Cauller, Cool, Freſh. Cawk, Chalk. Clag, Failing 
or Imperte&ion, Clat, a Rake. Claiths, Cloaths, Claſh- 
es, Tittle tattle. Clock, a Beetle. Cockernoxy, the Hair 
bound up. Cod, a Pillow. Coft, Bought. Cogg, a wooden 
Diſh. Coof, a Blockhead. Coors, Joint of the Ancle, 
Courtchea or Kurthcea, a Handkerchief. Crack, to boaſt, 
Creel, Basket or Hamper. Crocks, lean. Sheep. Cro/t, 
Corn-land, Crouſe, Brisk, Bold. Crowdy-mowdy, a ſort 
of Gruel. Crumm), a Cow's Name. Cunxie, Coin. 

Dafjin, Folly, Wantonneſs. Daft, Mad, Fooliſh, 
Dawt, Fondle, Careſs, Dight, to wipe. Dinna, Do 
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not. Ding, Beat. Dool, Trouble. Doſend, Frozen, Cold, 
Dorty, Haughty. Dow, Can. Id. Dove. Dowz;:a, Can- 
not. Dowf, Spiritleſs., Doughena, Could not. Dowy, 
Weary, Lonely. Drant, to ſpeak flow, Dramoct, Cold 
Gruel, Drap, Drop. Dwining, Decaying. Dunting, 
Beating. Dulce and Tangle, Sea Plants. Durb, a Dag- 
er, 
N Eard, Earth, Een, Eyes. Fild, Age, Eith, Eaſy. Eld- 
mg, Feuel. Eem, Couſin. Erle, Aim. Eydent, Diligent. 

Fa', Fall. Fadge, a coarſe fort of Roll-bread. Fae, Foe, 
Fand, Found. Fanrzlie, Newfancle, Fond of what's new. 
Furies, thin Oat-cakes. Faſh, Trouble. Fauſe, Falſe, 
Faut, Fault. Fee, Wages. Feirs, Brothers, Fendy, Active, 
Induſtrious. Fenzie, Feign. Ferly, Wonder, Fey, At- 
tended by a Fatality. Flee, Fly. Flouls, Flounders, Flyte, 
to ſcold. Fog, Moſs, Fore, to the fore, in being or laſting. 
Fonth, Plenty. Frae, From, Fraing, Babling with a 
fooliſh wonder, Fou or Fu', Full. | 

Gab, the Mouth. Gavocks, large Mouthfuls, Gaberiun- 
⁊ie, a Wallet that hangs on the Side or Loin. Gae, Gave. 
Id. Go. Gane, Gone. Gar, make or cauſe, Gawſy, lol- 
ly, Large. Gate, Way. Gaw?, Going. Garzrd, Gall'd. 1g, 
Goad, Gawky, Empty, Fooliſn. Gant, to yawn. Geet, 
to flout and jcer, Genty, Small and near, Gi and GV. 
If. Glaive, a Sword. Glabit, Idle and rompiſh. Glee, Toy, 
Gleed, Squinting. Glen, a Hollow between Hills. Gloyg, 
an old Horfe, Glowr, to ſtare. Gorwk, the Cuckow Id. a 
Fool. Gowpinr, Handful, Graip, to grop. Id. a trident 
Fork for Dung. Gra'th, Accoutrements. Grots, Skin'd 
Oats Gretcher, Grandfather. 

Ha, Hall. Hae, Have, Haf, Half. Hagies, a boyl'd 
Pudding made of a Sheep's Pluck, minc'd with Sewet. 
Halacket, Light-headed, Whimſi cal. Hale, W hole, Haly, 
Holy. Hame, Home. Hames and Brechome, Wore about 
the Neck of a Cart-horſe. Haw/e, Embrace. Heeze, to 
lift. Hecht, Promiſed. Heush, any ſteep Place. Hodle, to 
rock in walking. HFodin, Coarſe Cloth. Hows, Hollows. 
Ho tums, Valleys on River-fides, | 

Fee, to fee back and again, the Motion of a Ballance, 
Ajee, Aſide, 1i-fard, Ill-favoured or ugly. 1k, Each. 


Ata, Every. Ingle, Fire, Fo, Sweetheart. Fork, to gr 
| 5 Iræ, 
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l, Weary or tired. Irie, Afraid of Ghoſts, Iſhogles, Ice. 
ſicles. Je, I ſhall. 1ther, Other. 0 
Kairn or Cairn, Heaps of monumental Stones. Kame, 
Comb. Kail, Coleworts. Id. Bfoth. Kebuck, a Cheeſe. 
Keek, Peep. Ken, Know, Kepp,to catch. Kilted, Tuck'd 
up. Kirn, Churn. Kirtle, Upper Petticoat. Kimmer, a 
ſhe Goſſip. Kurchie, Handkerchief. 
Tag, to fall behind, Laigh, Low, Lane Ownſelf. Laith. 
Loth, Lapperd, Crudled. Law, Low. Lawty, Juſtice, 
Late, the reſt. Lee, Fallow Ground, Leeſome, Lovely. 
Leezeme, aPhraſe uſed when one loves or is pleaſed with 
a Perſon, Leil, Exact. Leugh, Laughed. Lib, to geld. 
Lilt, a Tune. Linkan, to move quickly. Loor, Rather. 
Loos, Loves, Loun, a ſly Wencher. Lout, to bow. Lown, 
Calm. Lowan, Flaming. Lucken, Gathered together, or 
cloſe joyn'd to one another. Lyart, Hoary or Gray. 
Mail, a Mate. Mair, More. Maiſt, Moſt. Makſna, it 
matters not. Mane, Mone. March, Limits or Border of 
Grounds, Marrow, Match. Maun, Mult. Mawkng, a 
Hare, Mavis, the Thruſh. Meikle or Muckle, Much, Meiſe, 8. 
Move. Mends, Revenge. Menſe, Manners. Id. to decore. 81 
Men xte, a Company or Retinue, Milſy, a Search for Ve 
Milk. Mint, Attempt. Minny, Mother. Mirk, Dark, 
Mons-meg, a very large Iron Cannon in the Caſtle of 
Edinb. capable to hold two People. Mou, Mouth. _ 
to eat as wanting. Teeth, . Mouter, the Miller's Toll 
Muck, Dung. Muiches, Linen Quoifs or Hoods, 
Na and Nae, No, None. Nane, None. Nees, Noſe 
Neiſt, Next. Nither, Starve or Pinch. Nowther, Neither. 
Oe, Grandchild. On), Any, Owrly, a Crayat. Owſen, 
Oxen. Oxier, Arm-pit. 


— 


Oer neee 


Pantrey, a Buttery, Partans, Crab- fiſn. Pat, Put. Paw- on 

ky, Cunning. Paunches, Tripe. Peat-pot, Peat Coal-pit. 14 

Pibroch, a Highland Tune. Pickle, a ſmall Share, Pig, 1 

| Earthen-pot. Pillar, Stool of Repentance, Pine, Pain, 14 
Pitch, Strength. Plet, to fold. Id. twiſt. Poortith, Pover- * 
| ty. Pou or Pu, Pull. Pow, Poll. Powſowdy, Ram-head v 
Sup. Prig, Higle. Prive, to prove or taſte. | 1] 

Rair, Roar. Raſhes, Ruſhes. Red-up, Put in order. Ren- p, 

Zie, Rein. Rever, Robber. Rifarts, Radiſhes. Riſe, Plen- Wi 


ty. Riggs, Ridges. Row, Roll, Rowth, Wealth. Rude, for 
Croſs. 
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Croſs. Runkled, Wrinkled. Rang, a Club. Ruſe, or Rooſe, 
to praiſe. 

Sae, So. Saft, Soft. Sair, Sore, Sawt, Salt. Seim, A 
pearance. Sell, Self. Sey, Try. Shanna, Shall not. Shan- 
ny- mouth d or $hevil gabit, the Mouth much to one Side, 
Sharn, Cow-dung. Shaw, Show 1d. a Woody-bank. 
Shoo, a Shoe, Shoon, Shoes. Shore, to threaten, Shire, 
Thin. A ſire Lick, A ſmart Fellow. Sic or Sick, Such, 
Sican, Such an one. Sin or Syne, Since, Sindle, Seldom, 
Sinſyn, Since that time. Slair, Share. $:aith, Harm, Loſs, 
Skink, Strong Sup. Sma, Small. Snack, Smart. Snare, 
Snow, Sneiſt, to inarl. Sniſhing, Snuff, Snood, a Head- 
band. Sug, Convenient, Neat. Sodden, BoyPd, ©onſy, 
Fortunate, Jolly, Sowens, a kind of fowr'd Gruel boyl'd 
like Paſte. Sourn, of Sheep 20. Spake, Spoke. Speer, to ask. 
Spelding, dry'd White-fiſh, Stalwart, Strong, well-made. 


Stune, Stone. Starns, Stars. Stee:, Shut. Stend, Stalk ha- 


ſtily. Stirk, a young Bullock. Stroup, a Prop. Strae, Straw. 
Streełk, Stretch. Stenzie, to (tain. Swatrs, Small Ale, 
Sweer, Unwilling, Lazy. Swither, in doubt. Sybows, 
young Onions. Syne, Then. 

Tae, Toe, Tald, Toll. Taiken, Token. Tane, Taken, 
14. the one. Tap, Top. Tauk, Talk. Tent, Notice. Thae, 


Thoſe. Theyſe, They ſhall, Thole, to tuffer. Thowles, 


Spiritleſs. Thud, Noiſe of a Stroke. Tine, Loſe, Tint, 
Loſt. Tirter, Rather. Tocher, Dowry. Tooly, Fight, Con- 


tend. Todlen, a rolling ſhort Step. Touzle, to rufflle. Trig, 


Neat, Trow, Believe. Try/#, Appointment, Twin to 
part trom. 

Wad, Would, Wae, Woe. Wale, to chuſe, the Choice. 
Waen, Child. Wallowit, Faded or Wither'd. Wan, Pale. 
Id. Won. Walop, Galop. Wame, Womb. Ware, Beſtow. 
War, Worſe, Mat, Know. Waws, Walls. Wawk, Walk. 
Id. Wake. 1Wa-v{rife, not inclined to ſleep, Mar in, Hem 
in. Wee, Little. Weind, Thought, Weirs, Wars. Wha, 
Who. Wha, a large Cut, Wharrecks, What matters it. 
Whilk, W hich. Whinging, Whining. Mhiſht, Hold your 
Peace. Whillywha, a Cheat or Bite. Wilks, Sea-ſnails. 
Win or Won, Dwell. Winna, Will not. Winſome, Hand- 
tome, Wit, Known, Witherſhins, to move contrary. Par 

Wool. 
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Wool. Wood, Mad. Woody, a Withy. Wow! Wonder. 
ful! Id. Ah! Wylie, Cunning. Wyſon, the Gullet. Wyre, 
to blame. Unco, Very ſtrange. 


Tad, a Mare. Teſe, Ye ſhall, Yern, Deſire, Yeftreen, 
Yeſternight. 


CONTENTS. 
T he following mark'd C, D, H, L, M, O, 
Kc. are new Words by different Hands; X, 


tihe Authors unknown; IL, old Songs; Q, 
old Songs aut th Additions. 


Bon aboon Traquair, C. Page 10 
D Tbo' Beauty like the Roſe, D 11 
Tweed: ſide, C. 12 
Is Hamilla then my own, S. | 13 
Lets be jovial. 14 
Muirland Willy, Z. 15 
When we meet again, Phely, M. 18 
Ye Powers, was Damon then ſo bleſt, R. 19 
The faithful Shepherd, O. | 20 
Why hangs that Cloud, exc. H. 21 
Broom of Cowden-Knows, S.R. 22 
O lovely Maid, how dear's thy Power, L. 24 
Ye Gods, was Strephon then ſo bleſt, L. 25 
Teach me Chloe how to prove, L. 26 
Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning, X. 27 
The bonnieſt Laſs in a' the Warld, C. 28 
Nanſy's to the green W ood gane, Z. 30 
J have ſeven braw new Gowns, Z. 32 
Lucky Nanſy. Q. 33 
The Meal was dear ſhort ſyne, Z. 37 


Blink o' er the Burn, ſweet Betty, M. 9 
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The 


RDS 3 


( 335 
The bonny gray-ey'd Morning, O. 
Subjected to the Power of Love, G. 
Logan Water, W. 
| Apron Deary, R. 
I fixed my Fancy on her, X. 
I loo'd a bony Lady, X. 
The Roſe of Yarrow, C. 
A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, 
Down the Burn Davie, C. 
Ah Chloris. Tune, Gilder Roy, X. 
Ye Shepherds and Nymphs, X, 
When he came ben he obbed, L. 
Dumbarton's Drums, C. 
My Deary, it thoudie, C. 
Janet Jo, Q. , 
What means this Niceneſs, X. 
Auld Rob Moris, 


My Jocky blyth, 2 what thou haſt done, X. = 
As Sylvia in a Foreſt lay, M, | 76 
Katharine Ogie, X. 89 | 
For the Love of Jean, Z. | 94 
Peggy, I muſt love thee, ibid 
Gaberlunzie-man, K. J. V. 102 
Ew-bughts Marion, Q. 106 
Blythſom Bridal, Z. | 107 
Allan Water, C. 111 
Gallowſhiels, D. M. 114 
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J The following without a Mari, the Words by Allan 

5 Ramſay, 

6 

7 Onny Chriſty. 

s The Boat-man, 

0 Cantata. - 
Saw na ye my Peggy. 

6 For ove tang biden here: 


Hap me with tuy Petticoat. 
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Nouſe up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Annie. 


The Bob of Dunblane. 

The laſt Time I came o'er the Moor. 
The Laſs of Paty's Mill, | 
Green Sleeves, 
Yellow-hair'd Laddie. 

Nanny—0O. 

Bonny Jean of Aberdeen: 

Thro' the Wood, Laddie. 

Auld lang ſyne, | 

Laſs of Livingſton. 

Peggy, I muſt love thee, 

An Ode. 

Wine and Muſick, 

Ode to the P. H 
ToR—H—B-— 
Ode to Mr, F 
Beſſy Bell. 
I'll never leave thee. 

Wat ye wha I met yeſtreen. 

My Mither's ay glowran o'er me. 

Mary Scot the Flower of Yarrow, 

O'er Bogie. 

O'er the Moor to Maggie. 

Polwart on the Green, 

John Hay's bonny Laſſie. 

Ann thou wert mine ain Thing. 
There's my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 
Tibby Fouler in the Glen, 

Up in the Air. 

Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strae. 

Patie and Peggie. 

The Mill, Mill— 0. 5 

Woe's my Heart that we ſhou'd ſunder. 
Where wad bonny Anne ly. 

Highland Laddie. | 

Collier's Daughter, 

Where Helen lies. 
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The Verſes to the following, by ALILAN RAM SAV. 


| 80 ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaſtern-Maid. Tune, I wif 


my Love were in a Mire. Page 115 
Lochaber no more. 116 
Gi'e me a Laſs with a Lump of Land. 120 
When abſent from the 9 Ll love. 123 
The Carle he came o'er the Crott. 124 
Confeſs thy Love fair bluſhing Maid. To the Tune of 

Gullikran:y, 125 
Up Stairs, down Staias, Timber-ſtairs fear me. 135 
Sleepy Body, drowiy Body. 149 
Adieu for a while my native Plains, Tune, I gar ye 

be fain to follow me. 142 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bony Bride. 143 


My Patie is a Lover gay. Tune, Corn Riggs are bony, 


144 
And I'll awa to bony Tweed-ſide. Tune, We'll a ro Kel- 


ſo go. 147 
The Widow can bake, the Widow can brew. 154 
The Highland Laſſie. 155 
O wha's that at my Chamber-door, Tune, M but J 

o Findlay, 160 
When Beauty blazes heavenly bright. Tune, All in 

the Downs. 167 
I have a green Purſe and a wee Pickle Gowd. 177 
Saw ye Fenny Nettles. 155 
For the ſake of ſome Body. 160 
The bony Laſs of Brankſome. 194 
The Step-daughter. Tune, If the Kirk wad let me be 

201 

The Cock Laird. 204 
The Soger Laddie. 206 
The Archers March.“ | 207 
Þ Aud 
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Auld Sangs bruſb'd up, ſome of them with Additions by: 


the Publiſher, 


HE auld Goodman, 

The Shepherd Adonis. 
Balow my Boy. 
The Night her ſilent Sable worty 
If Love's a tweet Paſſion. 
Honelt Man 70h Ochiltree. 
In January laſt, 
March, march, why the Deel do ye na march, 
Since all thy Vows, falſe Maid, 
Blyth Focky, young and gay. 
Todlen Butt, and todlen Benn, 
My Jenny and I have toiled, 
Love will find out the Way. 
Robs Joc came to woo our Jenny. 
A'thy* I be but a Country Laſs. 
Waly, waly, but Love be bony. 
As 1 fat at my Spinning-W heel. 
Der che Hills and far away. 
Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 
Norlaad Jocky and Southland Jenny. 


"The 5ecllow-hair'd. Laddie ſat down on yon Brae. 


No happy is the rural Clown. 
willy was a wanton Wag. 

Young Philander woo'd me lang. 

O Virgin kind, we canna tell. 
Teany, Nea where has thou been. 
Ye blytheſt Lads and Laſles gay. 


( 


117 


121 


128 
* 


131 


133 
1b, 
137 


141 
145 
156 


159 
162 


171 


174 


178 


179 
181 


183 
187 


192 
193 
195 
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New Sengs by different Hands. 


Eauty from Fancy takes its Arms. Tune, Valiazs 


Jocky. 
It was the charming Month of May. 


wha imei Yeſtreen. 


126 
Ot all the Birds whoſe tuncſul Throats: Tune, Was ys. 


One 
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One Day I heard Mary ſay. Tune, 7'll never leave thee; 


| - - 
*Twas at the fearſul Midnight Hour. 148 
The Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 159 
Itoſs and tumble thro? the Night. 152 
With tuneful Pipe and hearty Glee, 153 
O come away wi me Jenny. Tune, Had away ſrae me, 
Donald. 15 
Tis not your Beauty nor your Wit. Tune, Jobn Ander- 
fon my Jo. 161 
Come, Florinda, lovely Charmer. Tune, Queen of 
Sheba's March. | 164 
Come, here's to the Nymph that I love. Tune, Auld 
Sir Symon the King. 165 
While our Flocks are a feeding. Tune, My Apron deary. 
168 
As early I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May. Tune, 
Throw the Wood,” Laddie. 173 
Adieu ye pleaſant Sports and Plays, 182 
Focky's fou, Jenny's fain, 125 
Fair, ſweet and young, receive 2 Prize, 193 
ANymph of the Plain. 212 
All in the Dowzs the Fleet was moc+d, 218 
Ah! bright Belinda, hither fly, 223 
Alexis ſhunn'd his fellow Swarns- 238 
AQuire of bright Beauties. 279 
As charming Clara walk'd alone, 271 
Amongſt the Willows on the Gra. 288 
Atrifling Song you ſhail hear. 282 
As the Snow in Valleys lying. 329 
Awake, thou faireſt Thing in Nature 214 
Away, you Rover, 315 
A ſour Reformation. 322 
Be wary, my Celia, when Celaden ſues. 224 
Bleſt as th' immortal Gods is he. 238 
Bacchus is a Power divine, 296 
Belinda with affected Mien. 316 
Celia, let not Pride undo you, . 247 
22 Ces 


( 349) 
Celia. too late you would repent. 
Cupid, God of pleaſing Anguiſh. 
Deſpairing beſide a clear Stream. 
Do not Ask me, charming Phillis. 
Diogenes ſurly and er 


Down among the dead Men. 
Damon, it you will believe me. 
Fair Iris and her Swain. 

Fie, Lira, {corn the little Arts. 
Farewel, my bony witty Maggy. 


20 f 
267 
232 
275 
299 

293 
3195 
221 
223 


243 


From roſie Bowers, where ileeps the God of Love. 


From grave Leſions and Reſtraint. 
Fair Amoret is gone aitray. 

Go, go, falſeſt of thy Sex be gone. 
Here are People and Sports. 

How happy are we, 

He that will not merry merry be, 
Hark how the Trumpet ſounds to Battle. 
He who for ever, 

Ml range around the ſhady Bowers, 
In this Grove my Strephon walk'd. 
tally Mortals, fill your Glaſles, 

131 fail upon the Dog-ſtar, 

if ſhe be not kind as fair. 

In ſpite of Love at length *ve found. 
Kindly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, 
Laſt Sunday, at St, James's Prayers. 
},>ve, thou art the beſt of human Joys. 
Let Soldiers fight for Pay and Praiſe. 
Leave off your fooliſh prating. 

My Days have been ſo wondrous free. 
Maidens freſn as a Roſe. 

My Friend and | we drank, 

My Chloe, why do ye tlight me, 

My dear Miſtreſs has a Heart. 

May the Ambitious ever find. 

My Goddeſs Lyd:a, heavenly fair, 
Of 31] the Girls that are {o [{mart. 

Oh Love! if a God thou wouldſt be. 


249 
284 
310 
314 
264 
279 
294 
307 
315 
247 
268 
295 
299 
311 
312 
322 
231 
232 
242 
245 
217 


[239 
240 


268 
298 
304 
306 


225 
228 
On 


(34) 
On a Bank beſide a Willow. 
Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful Gloom, 
Ob! lead me ta ſome peaceful Room. 
Of l ComtortsI miſcarry' d. 
Oh! the charming Month of May. 
One Evening as I lay. 
One long W hitſun Holy-day. 
One April Morn, when from the Sea. 
O ſurprizing lovely r air, 
Ona Bank of Flowers. 
Oh! nappy happy Groves. 
Pious Selinda goes to. Prayers. 
Pray now, John, let Fug prevail. 
Pretty Parrot, ſay. 
Phillis the faireſt of Love's Foes, 
Prithee, Suſan, what doſt muſe on. 
Prithee, Billy, bent ſo lilly, 
Remember, Damon, thou dill tell. 
Send home my long-itray'd Eyes. 
Sweet are the Charms of her I love. 
Stella and Flavia every Hour. 


See, lee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 


See, ſee, my Seraphina comes. 

Since Times are ſo bad, 

See, Sirs, ſee a Doctor rare, 

Selinda ſure's the brighteſt Thing. 

Some ſay, Women are like the Seas 

Since we die by the help of good Wine. 
Shall I, waſting in Deſpair. 

Ten Years, like Troy, my ſtubborn Heart. 
*Twas when the Seas were roaring, 


The Ordnance on board. 


Tho? cruel you ſeem to my Pain, 

Tranſported with Pleaſure, 

The Saves of old, 

Wuilſt Ifondly view the Charmer. 

Whilſt I ;aze on Chloe trembling. 

Would you have a young Girl of fifteen Years, 
Why fo pale and wan, fond Lover. 

We'll drink and we'll acyer haye done. 


237 
250 
25 1 
261 
266 
273 
277 


279 


313 
317 
319 
251 
254 
262 
276 
300 
321 
236 


214 
220. 


225 
252 
253 
256 
265 
281 
285 
295 
308 
215 
234. 
244 
248 
269 
320 
214 
216 
227 
239 
245 
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W hile the Lover is thinking. 


Where Oxen do low. 
When Chloe N 


Wou'd you chuſe a Wife for a happy Life. 
Why ſhould a fooliſh Marriage-V ow. 
When, lovely Phillis, tuou art kind. 
Why we love, and why we hate. 

When bright Aurelia tript the Plain, 
While ſilently I lov'd, nor dar d. 

We all to conquering Beauty bow. 
Young Coridon and Phillis, 

Ye Beaus of Pleaſure, 

Yes, | could love, it could find. 

You may ceaſe to complain. 

Ye Virgin Powers, defend my Heart. 
You that love Mirth, attend to my Song. 
Yes, all the World muſt ſure agree. 
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COMEDIES. 


HE Begger's Opera, 
Polly, the ſecond Part 
of th» Beggar's Opera. 
The Rival-Modes. 5 
The Provok'd Husband, or 6 
Fourney to London. 
Tove in ſeveral Maſques, 
Toe TikageOpera. 
The Smugglers to which is ad- 
ded the Art of Dancing. 
Tre Rehearſal. 
The Drummer. 
The Manof Mode. 
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The Gameſter. 
The Wonder : A Woman keeps 
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The Northern Laſs. 
Love's laſt Shift. 
She won d, and ſhe wou d not. 
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Non-iuror. 
The Faithful Iriſhman, 
Chit- chat. 
Ihree lou aſter Marriage 
The eutle depherd, a Scoto 
paſtoral Comedy, 


T RAGE DIES. 
Themiſtocles, the lover of 
bis Country. 
Frederick Duke of Brun- 
ſwick. 
Philip of Macedon, 
Lady Jane Gray. 
The Royal Convert. 
The Ambitious Step-Mother, 
Ulyſſes. 
Hercick Love. 
Love and Empire. 
The Iſland Princeſs,an Opera, 
Anna Bullen. 
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Sir Waiter Raleigh, 
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The Stateſman's Opera. 
The Lover's Opera. 

A Bickerſtaff's Burying, 
The Country - Houſe. 
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Hob's Wedding. 

The Per-juror and Furor. 
The Slip. 

The Stage-Coach. 

The Hal king Statue. 

The Adventures of Half an 
Hour. 


Hob, or the Country-Waks; 
The Cobler of Preſton, 


